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A FOOL FOB HIS PAESTS. 



CHAPTEE I. 



UNPLEASANT BEVELATIONS. 



The three ladies sat in comfortable chairs drawn 
close to the drawing-room fire, with screens to 
hide their faces from the tmbecoming effect of 
too much heat. Mrs. Torrington was in a dark 
red satin, which had begmi life as a best dress 
only to be worn on the grandest occasions, and 
had now descended to a small affair at her 
brother's house. There were cream-coloured 
puflSngs down the front, capitonnes with pearls, 
and her shoes were of red satin, embroidered in 
beads to match. Her toilette was the first care 
of her life, and she would have cried with morti- 
fication if anything had gone wrong — such as a 
pearl fallen out of its puckers, or a hole in the 
finger of her glove. It had more influence than 
any amount of moral discourse on her temper ; 
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2 A FOOL FOR HIS PAINS. 

and she had been known to offend her best friend, 
if her dress happened to set awry. Unfortu- 
nately for Brenda, she had found out that the 
flounce round the bottom was frayed. Lady 
Grenville looked quietly aristocratic and good- 
looking in black tulle, trimmed with lace and 
jet, and Brenda' s pale blue surat was especially 
becoming to her fairness. Besides the worn-out 
edge of the flounce, Mrs. Torrington was annoyed 
with Brenda for being her brother's wife, as well 
as a prettier and a younger woman than herself, 
and she meant in a well-bred manner to give her 
a quiet set down. 

Lady GrenYille sat between the two, wishing 
that she could get rid of her gorgeous neighbour, 
and have a confidential chat with Brenda. The 
expression of her face had altered so much during 
the last few days, that her fears were revived as 
to the wisdom of the marriage. 

" I had a visit from Euthella Chamberlain 
this afternoon," said Mrs. Torrington, playing 
with the screen in her hand. " She talked a 
great deal of your kindness to her in Scotland." 

** Indeed. I am sure I don't know what she 
had to thank me for. I used to think she was 
rather jealous of my preference for Brenda. 
Didn't you ? " And she turned to Lady Eaven- 
hiU, whose eyes were fixed dreamily on the fire. 

" Miss Chamberlain ! I never thought of it." 
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" She is not a girl I care for ; always rather 
dull than not, with us women, and sparkling with 
wit and vivacity as soon as the men came in.'* 

" It is something to find a girl who has wit 
enough to he amusing when she chooses." 

" Yes ; hut if she does not choose to exert it 
for my benefit, I don't see why I should care 
for her." 

" Care for her or not, you must confess that 
she is neither an empty doll," with a look at 
Brenda, ^* nor a hardened flirt." 

"If she isn't a hardened flirt, she is the 
most determined young woman I ever saw. She 
made the most frantic efforts to win your 
brother's heart ; " and Lady Grenville laughed 
at the remembrance. 

"And if she felt an innate consciousness that 
she was specially fitted to be his wife, I don't 
blame her. She knew that it would be well for 
him to marry a girl who had lived all her life in 
society " 

"Lived all her life? Mr. Chamberlain is 
nothing in particular." 

"And it is just because he can afford to be 
nothing in particular, that he has the distinction 
which other men, who work for their living, long 
for in vain." 

" I don't agree with you. There is nothing 
degrading in work." 
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"Not perhaps in some work — ^that of the 
Prime Minister, for instance." 

" Or of a bishop," said Brenda, with a smile. 

" No ; there is something respectable about 
the Church," she said approvingly. " But it is 
charming to find a man who is nothing, with a 
mind above all the petty concerns of our daily 
life." 

" Yes, if you don't depend upon him for your 
daily bread." 

"And even if you do, it is so delightful to 
think it does not cost him the slightest effort. 
Now, if your father were a solicitor, or a barrister, 
or anything of that kind," she added vaguely, 
" it would make the bread taste sour, to think of 
the trouble it gave him to earn it." 

" Do you think so ? " said Brenda, doubtfiilly, 
rather too timid with her sister-in-law to air an 
opinion. 

"Yes; I am not Baying it because Mr, 
Torrington is nothing. Poor man, he is so weak 
in body that he could not stand the strain on his 
powers of any sort of work ! But to return to 
Kuthella ; she would have made such a delightful 
wife for auy " 

" A member of Parliament, whose mind was 
incapable of the effort of composing his own 
speeches," put in Lady Grenville quickly. 

Mrs. Torrington looked annoyed. " She told 
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me all about that wonderfal adventure on the 
lake, Brenda. I did not know before that I owed 
the inestimable advantage of having yon for a 
sister-in-Jaw, to a night spent alone with Basil, 
under the most romantic circumstances, on the 
banks of Loch Allan. ' ' 

A crimson flush rose over the bride's 
cheeks. "I don't know what you mean,'* she 
stammered. 

"Nor do I," said L§4y Grenville, with a 
shrug of her shoulders. 

"Well, aU I can say is, that it was very 
fortunate for you that the man was Basil, and 
that he proposed to you the next day. I've 
known a girl's character ruined by fax less than 
that." 

Lady Eavenhill was about to answer hotly, 
when Lady Grenville gavjD her a poke with the 
point of her shoe, to show that the gentlemen 
were coming in. 

Palpitating with indignation, Brenda rose 
with undignified haste, and walking hurriedly 
across the room, turned over the leaves of some 
music on the piano. 

" Ajre you going to give us a song? " And 
without looking up, she knew by the tone that 
Captain Egerton was standing by her side. 

**Not now — ^not yet," she answered tremu- 
lously. " Perhaps Mrs. Torringt on- " 
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*^ She has the voice of a pea-hen. Don't ask 
her." 

" Then Lady GrenviUe ? " 

" She is talking to my brother and your 
husband, so she must be too happy to wish to be 
disturbed." 

" And I am so hoarse." 

He gave a scrutinizing glance at her flushed 
face. "Play something soft till you have re- 
covered." ♦. 

She passed "her hands over the notes, and a 
melancholy strain of Schumann's filled the room. 

"You don't mind my talking to you, whilst 
you play? " 

" Not at aU." 

"Is Kaven going to this state dinner in 
Arlington Street to-morrow ? ' ' 

" I believe so." 

" And what are you going to do ? " 

" Stay at home, I suppose." 

" Don't you think it would be more lively to 
see this new star at the Haymarket ? ' ' 

" Infinitely ; but I have no one to take me." 

"You forget that I am always at your 
service." 

" Yes, I never thought of you." 

" You never do." 

" You forget that I got cretonne curtains for 
my boudoir, on purpose for your cigarette." 
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" Did you do it for that really ? " And in the 
eagerness of the moment he forgot to drawl. 

" On purpose for yours, and other people's." 

" Ah, that spoils it." 

** Selfish man, did you wish to smoke all 
alone ? " 

"I wished the purpose to he for me; the 
effect might extend to others." 

** And perhaps it was," she answered reck- 
lessly, almost mad with the pain of her thoughts, 
as she crushed a loud chord, in the middle of 
soft variations. 

" I am afraid not," said Eonald, with a smile. 
" You would not tell me if it were." 

" I am in the mood for doiQg or telling any- 
thing to-night," she said with energy. 

"Then tell me, that you will come with 
me to-morrow evening ? " and his own voice was 
soft as her music. 

"Captaia Egerton, I am astonished at you; " 
and much amazed at what she considered his 
height of audacity, she looked gravely down at 
her notes. 

"Not alone, I never dreamt of that for a 
moment," he urged, in eager exculpation ;" but 
you have a sister in London, haven't you? 
Wouldn't she come with you ? " 

" She might ; but she would not care to come 
without her husband." 
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^^ What a devoted wife ! " with a light laugh. 

^^ She is quite right," said Brenda, seriously. 
^^ If Basil had not been going out, do you think 
anj^hing would have induced me to leave 
him?" 

^^ Perhaps not, but then Eaven is one in a 
thousand ; and you have not been married seven 
or eight years." 

'^ How do you know when my sister 
married? " and she looked up in surprise. 

" I judge by the age of that charming little 
girl I saw at your wedding." 
• " Ah, I forgot you were there." 

" You always do." 

" Does it matter if I do ? Don't forget ?ne, 
I beg of you, for I shall want every friend I can 
get in this strange world of London." 

He looked at her expressively, began to speak, 
checked himself, and simply said, ** Don't have 
too many. There is no safety in numbers." 

" I should like to know your brother very 
intimately. His name ought to be Stephen, for 
I am sure he has the face of an angel. Do you 
know that I am going to penetrate the darkest 
recesses of his parish, and find out all the people 
who are ^ sick or sorry ' ? " 

" Then you may find out the whole lot of 
them ; for half are sick, and all of them sorry, 
except when they are drunk. But promise to 
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send for me when you act Lady Bountiful, for 
ycm ought not to think of going alone." 

"You scarcely look fitted for a district- 
visitor," and she laughed softly. 

" Marian hopes you wiU give us a song," said 
Lord Eavenhill, sauntering up to the piano, 
where Sir Eobert soon followed him. 

" Certainly, if she wishes it ; " and Bonald's 
:sharp eyes noticed a certain drawing in of the 
lips, which generally went in so pretty a curve. 

The hoarseness had gone from the rich fiweet 
voice, and Brenda sang her very best, fired 
by the thought that Mrs. Torrington was listen- 
ing. As the passionate words of a love that 
never dies fell from her lips, she raised her eyes 
to her husband's face, with all the yearning of 
her aching heart in their reproachful glance. It 
seemed a relief to pour out her soul, when none 
were likely to suspect, and Basil least of all, that 
the feeling was anything but the feigned emotion 
of a well-taught singer. She could say it all to 
him now, though he had married her out of pity, 
as she had learned that night. It should be like 
the song of the dying swan ; she would tell him 
once that she loved him with all the passion of 
her untrained heart — ^that he was her lord — her 
king — almost her god — and then silence should 
bujy her love in its oblivion. 

" Bravo ! bravo ! " clapped Sir Eobert ; but 
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Eonald was mute, and Lord Eavenhill, even 
whilst he absently applauded, was wondering, 
" What is the matter with the chM ? " 

Mrs. Torrington's carriage was announced, 
and she came forward with a gracious smile to 
take her leave. " That was really very delight- 
ful, Brenda. I had no idea that you sang so 
charmingly." 

" Do I equal Miss Chamberlain ? " she asked 
coldly, as she extended the tips of her fingers. 

" Euthella does not sing, but she plays divinely. 
— ^Don't trouble yourself, Basil; I- can find my 
way downstairs alone." In spite of which, he 
naturally insisted upon escorting her. 

" Come and lunch with me as soon as you 
can," said Lady Grenville, kissing Brenda affec- 
tionately. ^^You don't look quite yourself 
to-night, but we all have our worries, and I 
suppose even a happy bride can't be quite 
exempt. Take care of yourself. — Good nighty 
Captain Egerton. — Good night, Mr. Egerton. 
Hope we shall see you soon." 

Cuthbert politely offered her his arm, although 
Sir Eobert was there, ready to see his wife into 
the carriage. 

Brenda walked to the fireplace. Eonald 
followed. 

" Are you still of the same mind as to the 
theatre, to-morrow, Lady Eavenhill? " 
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'^ Certainly. Why should I have changed ? " 

" Oh, I don't know. Half an hour is rather a 
long time for a woman to be without changing." 

" I should like to go, if my sister can come 
with me. But then how shaU I let you know 
in time ? " 

" I shall get the tickets anyhow ; for if Mrs. 
Hayward faHs, somebody else is sure to turn up, 
and I will call in the afternoon to see if I have 
to hunt up a chaperone." 

" I am sorry to give you so much trouble." 

" I don't mind it much," he answered with 
a smile, as he stooped to pick up a small 
eucharis lily, which had fallen from the front of 
her dress. ^' May I keep it ? It might almost 
count as treasure-trove." 

She stretched out her hand for it ; but, as 
she did so, the sight of the flower reminded her 
of the one that M. de Biron gave her, as he 
said, " Eevenge him by the future," and her arm 
fell. The next moment it was too late to recall it, 
for its pure white star shone from Eonald's coat,, 
and the two others came back into the room. 

There was a little talk about the arrange- 
ments for to-morrow, of which Lord Eavenhill 
approved, and then the brothers withdrew, 
Captain Egerton refusing the charms of the 
smoking-room, as Cuthbert was anxious to get 
back to some " ridiculously pampered pauper." 
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" Since this last attack he has never been 
rable to get to sleep/* he said, wishing to ex- 
culpate himself from the charge of over-in- 
dulgence, ^^ unless he has some one to read to 
him." 

*^ Hasn't he got either wife or child? " said 
Basil. 

" Plenty of them — at least, of the children — 
only Cuthbert spoils him so shockingly;'* and, 
with a laughing look over his shoulder, Eonald 
hurried his brother downstairs. 
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CHAPTEE n. 



• TWO PAPEBS. 



The next moming, directly after breakfast, the 
second footman was sent to Bryanstone Square 
with a note to Lady Jemima. After the lapse 
of an hour, he returned with a heavy parcel,, 
which he carried, according to previous orders, 
straight to his lordship's study. Basil waited' 
till the door was shut ; and then, breaking the 
seals, discovered the rather shabby desk, which 
Captain Balfour had tampered with on the night 
of the arrest. He opened it with the key, which 
Lady Jemima had remembered to enclose in a 
bit of paper. 

With a mixed feeling of awe and melancholy, 
he turned over such trifles as small notes and 
faded flowers, thinking of the poor young fellow 
to whom perhaps they were still of value, and 
who had nothing but the sweeter memories of 
the past wherewith to adorn his cell, barren of 
even such records as these. 
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There was a letter from Balfour. He knew 
it by the handwriting and the tint of the paper, 
in both of which they resembled the letter 
which he had received from Lady Trevellyan at 
Victoria Station about a fortnight ago. He 
drew it from his pocket, and laid the two notes 
side by side. The paper of each was of the palest 
.buff, and under the flap of either envelope was 
printed ^^F. Eobinson, Stationer, High Street, 
Bedford." They seemed to possess a curious 
fascination for him. He felt as if he had an 
important piece of evidence in his hand, and yet 
lacked the power to make use of it. He turned 
them over; but could tell nothing from the 
identity of their size, texture, colour, and water- 
mark. The letter to Flora was a curious pro- 
duction, written in short, terse sentences, as if 
the writer were impelled to iudite it against his 
will. 

" Kempstone Barracks, N'. Bedford. 

"As the personal friend of Charles Tre- 
mayne, I should be glad to help you in any 
plan that you may form for his escape. I may 
be of more use to you than others, for I am able 
to offer you the services of a Eomany family, 
with whom I am connected. At a word from 
me, they will be ready to risk everything to save 
Tremayne. They can run like a hare, double 
like a fox. If your brother will make the first 
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start, I can answer for it that the warders shall 
be led away on a false scent. You need have no 
fear. If they are caught, they can still he of 
service with their lies. If they are flogged, it 
will do them no harm, for they are used to it. 
If you put it off too long, your brother may be 
too weak to attempt it. Whatever you do, must 
be done at once. 

''Your obedient servant, 

''Angus Balfour." 

" A very good idea ! Let him escape to ease 
your mind, no matter if he is shot in doing it. 
A bullet would silence his tongue better than 
anything, and an escape, if successful, woul^ 
make it impossible for him to set foot in Eng- 
land for the purpose of clearing his name. 
Eather a neat idea to work upon his sister's 
mind, with that hint about his failing health. 
Faugh ! the fellow makes me sick 1 " and with 
an expression of disgust. Lord Eavenhill pushed 
the papers aside, and went on with his investiga- 
tions. " What is this ? Only a receipted bill. 
Thirty-five pounds ten and six paid to Mr. Pond 
of Bond Street. FooUsh young fellow ! to go 
to the most expensive tailor in London." Just 
underneath it was a note in Sir Philip Tre- 
vellyan's handwriting. He opened it leisurely ; 
but ran his eye over it with sudden eagerness. 
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when he found that it was addressed not to 
Charlie, as he had taken it for granted, but to 
Balfour. It ran thus : — 

" 3rd of December, 
" Palazzo Chigi, Piazza di Colonna, Rome. 

*'Dear Captain Balfour, 

*^ The horse you mention sounds pro- 
mising, but the figure is rather high . After the 
losses I told you of on the * Two thousand ' 
and the Derby, I meant to draw in, and should 
prefer a hundred and eighty pounds to two 
hundred. If you could manage a reduction of 
terms, I should be greatly obliged, and would 
pay Mr. Moss a visit shortly, when I run over to 
London, as I intend to do for a few days. 

" Thanking you sincerely for all the trouble 
you have taken, 

'* Believe me, yours faithfully, 

*' Philip Trevellyan.'' 

How did this letter, addressed to Captain 
Balfour, get into Charles Tremayne's desk ? That 
was the question. The ** Two thousand " came 
in very conveniently as a study for the man who 
was about to forge the very words; also the 
signature of Philip Trovellyan. Was it a mere 
accident that it was placed in close juxtaposition 
to the bill signed by Edward Pond ? He took 
up the bill again, and upon close examination 
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found that the name on it, though written so 
indistinctly as to he nearly indecipherable, was 
certainly not that of Tremayne. It looked like 
Charles Whittaker ; and the habihments supplied 
were more fitted for the sea than terra firma, 
and therefore would not have been ordered by 
Charlie, who never went out on a yacht, and 
was not much given to boating. To say the 
least, the presence of these two papers, Balfour's 
letter, and Whittaker' s bill, supposing the name 
to be that, was a most curious circumstance. 
Had the landlady sworn falsely, and did some 
one — presumably Balfour — gain admittance into 
Charhe's room, and shp them into his desk 
through inadvertence, with the rest of the 
criminating documents ? It was a point which 
deserved the most thorough investigation, and 
only a lawyer's, or a detective's brain, was fitted 
to the task. He resolved to seek out Mr. Good- 
eve, and ask his advice, as he would know more 
about it than his own sohcitor, Mr. Ward, who 
had not been employed on the case. 

Thrusting the other papers back into the 
desk, he put it safely under lock and key, and, 
with TreveUyan's note and the stranger's bill in 
his pocket, left the room. In the haU he met 
his wife coming towards him, with a letter in 
her hand. 

" Augusta and Herbert will be dehghted to 
VOL. m. ^.^ c 
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come. Do yon think I had better ask them to 
dinner?" 

*^ Certainly. And I suppose," he answered 
with a smile, *' you wish me to call at the Horse 
Guards on my way to Lincoln's Inn ? " 

"Just as you like," with the utmost in- 
difference. 

"Why did you give him that flower last 
night?" he asked suddenly, as he took up his 
hat. " I didn't mind in the least ; but if it had 
been anybody else than his brother with him, he 
might have thought it odd." 

" It tumbled on the carpet, and he asked for 
it. Do you object ? " And she raised her serious 
eyes, questioningly. "Because, if so, I had 
better warn you that Captain Egerton would 
probably flirt with an old woman of eighty if left 
alone in her company." 

"And so he doesn't mind flirting with a 
young one of eighteen, who is not so bad-looking 
as she might be," he said lightly. " Never 
mind ; I can trust Egerton. There is no harm 
in him. If I am not in time for luncheon, don't 
wait for me." He nodded pleasantly, as he 
shut the door behind him. 

" * I can trust Egerton ! ' Flattering to me ! " 
and, with a bitter smile, she turned away. "If 
Flora Trevellyan had been his wife, he might 
have cared sufficiently to be jealous." 
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Lord Eavenhill, perfectly unooiiscious of the 
storm he left behind him, walked briskly through 
the narrow opening into Constitution Hill, 
enjoying the freshness of the frosty air and the 
evanescent brightness of the sun. He thought 
much of Brenda, as he went along the Mall, 
wondering why she had grown so much graver 
during the last few weeks, than she was at Paris 
or Nice, why she looked at him so pathetically 
when she was pinging that fervent song, as if he 
had been a second Bluebeard, and she had just 
discovered his murdered wives. There was no 
doubt that she loved him ; he could read it in 
her eyes, even when she shrank from him, as 
she seemed to do now, whenever he embraced 
her. Was there something in himseK that 
made it impossible for him to make a woman 
happy ? 

He had not solved the problem by the time 
he reached the Horse Guards. Eonald Egerton 
was yawning desperately over the morning 
paper, not having been in bed, in spite of Cuth- 
bert's better example, till the small hours had 
begun to increase ; but he summoned sufl&cient 
energy to accept his invitation with pleasure, 
and declared his willingness to be at Lady 
Ravenhill's service, at any hour of the day or 
night. 

*'And you expect me to deliver such a 
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message as that ? " Lord Eavenhill asked, 
amused at his impudence. 

"I can tell her so myself, when you are 
dining in solemn grandeur amongst the solid 
spirits of the day." 

^*I wish the solid spirits (if there are such 
things) at Hanover ! I am sure you will have 
much the hest of it." 

" I haven't a douht of it ; " and he twisted 
the tips of his moustaches with a smile. 

" Look here, Egerton ; I won't have any 
flirting behind my back." 

*^ I promise to do it just as much before your 
face." 

** Humph ! " with a shake of the head. " I 
believe I shall have to forbid you the house, and 
get your brother to come in your stead." 

" K you do. Lady Eavenhill will turn into a 
Sister of Charity before a month is up; and 
instead of stalls at the opera, she will drag you 
to a cramped-up seat at Exeter Hall ! " 

" Heaven forbid ! Well, I mustn't wait. K 
I can get away in time, perhaps I shall join 
you." 

*^ Pray don't hurry on my account," drawled 
Eonald, as he threw himself back in his chair. 

" Licorrigible fellow ! " said Basil to himself, 
with a smile, as he crossed Parliament Street on 
his way to the Strand. 
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CHAPTEE ni. 



A CAUTIOUS MAN. 



" Stop a bit," said Goodeve, taking off his 
spectacles to wipe them with his silk handker- 
chief. "I have a paper locked np in this 
drawer, which I think may be of some use, after 
all." 

'^What is this?" asked Lord EavenhiU in 
some surprise, as the soKcitor took out a sheet 
of paper and spread it on the table, with a smile 
of superior wisdom. 

" One of the criminating documents produced 
at the trial of Charles Tremayne. It would 
have been thrown away with the rest, only St. 
John had scribbled such a capital likeness of 
Baron Brown on the back, that I sKpped it into 
my pocket. Do you notice anything particular 
about it ? " 

Eavenhill turned it backwards, forwards, and 
upside down. " I never saw Brown, so I am no 
judge as to the likeness ; but I can see that the 
paper is just the same tint as Balfour's note." 
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" It is ; and that is a most curious circum- 
stance. It is a peculiar colour, and both seem 
to have come from the same shop. Now, we 
have no reason for supposing that Tremayne 
was in the habit of getting his writing materials 
from Mr. F. Eobinson, stationer, High Street, 
Bedford; but it would be most natural for 
Captain Balfour to do so, as he has been 
quartered for some time in the Kempstone 
Barracks, two miles from the town." 

"Yes, but- " 

"Excuse me, my lord. I wish to put this 
plainly before you. If these attempts at copy- 
ing Sir Phihp Trevellyan's handwriting are 
written on Balfour's paper, it seems to me pre- 
sumptive evidence that they were written in his 
rooms, if not by his hand. If so, the fact would 
prove him to be an accomplice ; and if we can 
once do that, it would not be so hard a matter 
to prove that he was the principal ; " and he 
brought his hand down with a thump on the 
table, as he looked into Lord Eavenhill's eager 
eyes. 

" You don't say so ! " he exclaimed, as if the 
idea were new to him. 

" Once destroy the idea that Balfour is 
absolutely innocent, and you expose him to 
the suspicion of absolute guilt. Cannot you 
see it for yourself? By his own confession, 
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he was alone in the room with Sir PhiKp's 
cheque-book, before Treinayne came in. He 
says that he left it before my client's visit; 
but I think the evidence to prove this was 
weak. It was taken for granted, because a foot- 
man had not heard him go down the stairs ; but 
as it was never suggested that he went out of 
the window, and therefore must have come 
down through the hall, either before or after, 
this proves nothing. Let us look at the water- 
mark on the two papers, and see if they 
agree." 

They both rose, and went to the window. 
In consequence of the writing on either side, 
the marks were hard to decipher, but they 
fancied that they could trace a resemblance 
between them. 

" Then you think there is a chance of clear- 
ing Tremayne ? " 

" Not the sHghtest ; " and the lawyer shook 
his grey head. 

Lord Eavenhill, taken aback, opened his 
eyes. 

" For my part, I cannot see a loophole. If 
he is not the principal, he must be an accom- 
plice ; and although we might get a mitigation 
of his sentence, the result would none the less 
be social ruin." 

" Then you refuse to undertake the case ? " 
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" Certainly not. When I see a case, I shall 
be happy to take it up." 

There was a pause, whilst both were busy 
with thought. 

Mr. Goodeve's eyes wandered to a tin case, 
in which he had secreted the letters which 
Captain Balfour had returned on his application. 
They were not burnt as Charlie had directed, 
for the shrewd lawyer suspected that they held 
the secret of his client's obstinate silence. As 
they were written by Lady Trevellyan, he felt 
bound in honour not to show them to any one, 
but to reserve them till he could place them in 
the writer's own hands. At the same time, he 
was afraid of sending them to Kome, for one 
glance at their contents had shown him that 
they were of a compromising character, and 
might consequently bring about a difficulty with 
her husband. 

" If Tremayne had not actually spent some 
of the money," said Lord RavenhiU, slowly, 
** I think we might have got over everything 
else." 

*'But he did," said Mr. Goodeve, rubbing 
his chiQ. 

** If we could only prove that he had 
borrowed it innocently." 

'' But we can't." 

*^ I know it," said Basil, irritated at the 
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solicitor's eyident contempt for his suggestions ; 
" but I don't despair. And I mean to clear Tre- 
mayne, if I spend my last farthing in the effort." 

Mr. Goodeve's small eyes twinkled know- 
ingly. " Mr. Tremayne has the advantage of 
possessing a most generous, and disinterested 
friend." 

Basil assumed an expression of haughty 
reserve, and answered coldly, "I should be 
sorry to forget a man directly he got into 
trouble." 

" You do rather more than not forget him, 
my lord ; you remember him to some purpose." 

" I intend to." 

**Am I at liberty to retain these two 
papers ? " taking up Balfour's note, and the 
tailor's bill. 

**If you will. They may be safer in your 
hands than in mine. I suppose it would be a 
good thing to have a watch put on Balfour's 
movements ? ' ' 

" I don't see much use in it, unless it could 
help us to find out if he has opened an account 
at a fresh bank." 

'* If he increased his expenses, that would 
prove something." 

" He has got the two thousand required for 
his bride's settlements. I suppose the next 
thing will be that they will marry. They would 
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not be able to launch out much, with only 
ninety to a hundred added to their yearly 
income." 

"But the two thousand, I presume, would 
be tied up." 

** I was thinking of the four." 

" Ah ! Then you are as much convinced of 
his guilt, as I am." 

**It would take positive proof to convince 
me," said the wary solicitor. 

** Then we must find it," said Basil, with 
a smile. " I am going to turn myseK into an 
amateur detective for the first time in my life ; 
and when I have done all I can, I shall come 
back to you, and get you to make something of 
the materials which I hope to furnish." He 
got up, and extended his hand. " Good morn- 
ing." 

** I have not much opinion of amateur work, 
as a rule," said Mr. Goodeve, shaking hands; 
*' but nothing would please me better than your 
success. Good morning, my lord." He bowed 
him out, then returned to his fire to ruminate. 

With a ponderous shake of his head, he sat 
down in his comfortable armchair. **I should 
be sorry to think badly of Tremayne's daughter, 
but it looks queer, to say the least. His name 
was on those letters, with a very warm expres- 
sion attached to it; and then, why should he 
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come and meddle in the case, if there weren't 
some special reason at the bottom of it ? The 
aflEair is mine, not his, and I mean to work it 
on my own lines, without taking instructions 
from outsiders. The Trevellyans can pay me 
if they choose, but I am not going to touch his 
money for the help I give to a Tremayne. For 
his father's sake I would do the best I could for 
the poor fellow, who seems to have been the 
greatest idiot that God ever made." And with 
this conclusion he wound up his reflections, and 
rang for his clerk. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

" that's the man ! 



if 



"What do you think of Captain Egerton?" 
inquired Mrs. Hayward of her husband, as she 
poured out the tea at breakfast the following 
morning. 

" Delightful ! What could be more charm- 
ing than his way of listening to a woman's 
words, and supplying her wants, before she is 
aware of them herself ? ' ' 

" Nonsense ! I want to know your real 
opinion of him as a man." 

"As a man ? Humph ! I never regarded 
him as anything else ; " and he slowly buttered 
a piece of toast. "He must have something 
in him, or he would not be attached to the 
InteUigence Department at the Horse Guards ; 
and he certainly has something outside him, 
or women would not care to look at him so 
much." 

" I don't want to know what is thought of 
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him by women or soldiers. What do you think 
of him, yourseK?'* 

Mr. Hayward took up the TimeSy and pushed 
his cup across the table for a fresh supply. " If 
I were a bachelor, I should like him to live next 
door. As the husband of a pretty wife, the 
west coast of England would scarcely be far 
enough." 

Augusta blushed. Conjugal compliments 
are such a treat. " Ah, I thought as much; " 
and she gave an oracular shake of her head. 
"Brenda is a great deal too flighty in her 
manner for a married woman." 

"Poor child! I never said so," said Mr. 
Hayward, hastily. ** She is too young, too 
pretty, and too inexperienced, to have a fair 
chance at the first start, that is aU." 

"Brenda is nice-looking, but I don't call 
her lovely because she has developed into a 
peeress." 

" Nor do I ; but I expect she developed into 
a peeress because she was lovely," said her 
husband, drily. 

" Stuff and nonsense I Eeally the way in 
which men rave about her is enough to turn 
her head." 

"But, at any rate, not to turn her heart. 
Did you see the look she gave her husband the 
moment he came in ? " 
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*^Yes; but she had been whispering to 
Captain Egerton just before, and missed the 
best point of the play." 

** So long as her heart is in the right place, 
you needn't pull such a long face." 

"It makes me very uneasy," said Augusta, 
bridling up. **As her eldest sister, I feel in 
some way responsible for her actions." 

" Good gracious ! With a husband to look 
after her, I don't think she need add a feather- 
weight to your mind." 

** If I feel it my duty, I shall remonstrate." 

** Do nothing of the kind. A simple word 
may turn a frank friendship into something 
infinitely worse." 

" It might stop it, on the contrary." 

"Not a bit of it. Your sister's own good 
sense will do that. Eemember, she is very 
young, and let her have her fling." 

" In other words, I am to let her flirt with 
every man that comes to the house." 

" Leave her to EavenhiU. From what I 
gather of his character, he is not likely to be 
too indulgent. And, you know, my dear," he 
added with a smile, as he took up his hat and 
brushed it with his coat-sleeve, "those who 
interfere between husband and wife make a 
hole in the peace, and add much to the strife. 
Good-bye." He brushed .her cheek with hia 
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whiskers— a conjugal scrub which somehow 
seems to give pleasure to a wife — and with a 
cheerM nod to his little daughter, left the room. 

Mrs. Hayward sighed, as was her wont, and 
then, catching sight of Mabel in the act of 
helping herself to half the marmalade, she told 
her sharply not to dawdle over her breakfast, 
and locked the jam, etc., up in the cellaret. 
Thus having secured her daughter from further 
temptation, she proceeded to study the births, 
deaths, and marriages in the Times. 

Later in the morning, she thought she would 
relieve her mind by giving a word of advice to 
Brenda, in spite of her husband's counsel; for 
Mrs. Hayward was prone to great anxiety about 
the affairs of others, and seemed to be pricked 
by her too active conscience when other people 
failed to fulfil their duties. It was not enough 
for her to look after her own; she must keep 
her eye on her sister's as well. But when she 
reached Grosvenor Place, she was told that her 
ladyship had gone down to Inglefield; so she 
returned home, with all her words of wisdom 
left unsaid. 

Brenda, meanwhile, was seated in the midst 
of her family, and any one to look at her bright 
face would have thought there was not a cloud 
on her happiness. It was good to be with them 
once again, to have them round her, Usten- 
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ing in rapt attention to every word she said, 
and gazing with fond admiring eyes at her 
splendours. Her poor bruised heart felt soothed 
into peace as she sat with her mother's hand 
in hers, and Mary and Edith stitching close 
beside her. 

" Give me something to do. I shan't feel 
really at home, without a thimble on my finger." 
And, in spite of all remonstrance, she took a 
skirt, the seams of which had to be run, out 
of Mary's hand, and set to work with great 
diligence. " You remember how I used to hate- 
work when I had to do it, and now it is quite 
a treat." 

**We will send you up a parcel by the 
carrier," said Edith; **and won't your grand 
footmen stare when they walk in to find her 
ladyship turned into a dressmaker ? " 

*' Not at all. A great many grandees make 
petticoats and things for the poor ; and I could 
give out that I was supporting a widow and her 
family by my needle ; " and Brenda laughed 
merrily. 

" I would rather you supported us by your 
tongue," said Mary, with a quiet smile. 

"Why?" 

*' Because it is sure to work the hardest.'* 

" For shame ! I did not come home to be 
insulted. Oh, mother dear, do you know, I am 
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going to be presented next Wednesday, and I 
feel in such a fright. Fancy if I fell down 
when I made my curtsy ! It would never he 
forgotten.' ' 

"But why should you?" said her mother, 
sensibly. "You are not more awkward than 
other people." 

" No ; but a cousin of Captain Egerton's 
did, and she was called ^the fallen angel' for 
the rest of the season." 

"But there is nothing angelic about you, 
Bren, so be comforted," remarked Edith, as she 
stopped to thread her needle. 

" That won't prevent me from tumbling." 
" No ; but it will save you from such a nick- 
name. What is your garment to be ? " 

"Oh, something very gorgeous from J^lise. 
You shall see it when you come up. People 
are so kind to me. Two or three have already 
asked to be allowed to present me with my 
bouquet." 

" And which is the favoured one ? " 
" Captain Egerton. He does everything for 
me in the most good-natured way. Augusta 
does not like him for some reason or other, and 
when she went to the Haymarket with us, she 
was barely civU. But you know how full of 
whims she is." 

"Yes; if you are not in high favour she 
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treats you like a convict. There is no betwixt 
and between;" and Mary got up to ring the 
bell for luncheon. 

^^I left a few parcels in the hall," said 
Brenda, with a smile. *^ Perhaps you had better 
go and look at them." 

There were a few parcels indeed ! Heaps of 
little delicacies, most suited to her mother's and 
sisters' fancies, were brought in and rejoiced 
over. The tears came into Brenda's eyes, as she 
was hugged and kissed, again and again. There 
was some comfort for her in life so long as she 
could come down laden with gifts, like a beneficent 
goddess, to her own home. As she sat at the 
little luncheon table, with her eyes fixed on the 
waterfall in the garden, she asked herself if she 
would change if she could, and be Brenda 
Havergel once more ? And, without hesitation, 
she answered "No." On the path which she 
was travelling, whatever the grief and the 
sorrows, there could be no thought of going 
back. It was better, far better, to belong to 
Lord Eavenhill, to form part of his life and his 
future, than to sink into the nothingness of her 
former existence, and be the girl whom he had 
liked and forgotten. Bousing herself from h» 
abstraction, she asked suddenly — 

" What about Mr. Ward ? you have not 
mentioned him for a long while." 
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** He was dining here the night before last/' 
said Edith ; " and his daughter Kate is going to 
be married next week to Captain Balfour." 

"What day?" 

" Friday, I think — at St. Pancras's, Euston 
Square." 

" I have heard so much of him lately. He 
figured in a forgery case, and not greatly to his 
advantage. People said it turned their blood 
cold to hear him giving evidence against a man 
who had been his best friend." 

" What a disgusting creature ! Mamma, 
don't you remember that you always fancied 
that Mr. Ward disliked him ? " 

"Yes, Edith. But he said it would have 
broken Kate's heart if he had forbidden the 
match. She seems to be quite infatuated about 
Mm." 

" So was Charlie Tremayne, the poor fellow 
who got into trouble. I should like to see the 
wretch, if only for the sake of satisfying my 
curiosity. Edith, you shall go with me. You 
are coming to stay with us, you know. Basil 
sent you a pohte message to the eflfect that he 
would be dehghted to see you. What with the 
House, and other engagements, I really see very 
little of him, so it would be a chariirjr to take 
pity on me." 

Edith's eyes danced with pleasure. "But, 
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Breiida, you will be so frightfully gay, and all 
your friends arg such swells." 

** Lent is just beginning, so we shall be rather 
dull, on the contrary ; but we can go to all your 
pet churches, and hear the best preachers, 
according to our original programme. Will you 
coma back with ine ? I wish you would." 

** Oh no, I couldn't ; " and Edith coloured as 
she thought of many drawbacks in her wardrobe. 

" Never mind the dresses ; I have got enough 
for both." 

'' Next Wednesday— will that do ? " 

" No ; you must come on Tuesday. Wednes- 
day I go to the drawing-room, and you will have 
to act as special reporter to mamma." 

This was cordially assented to. Mrs. Haver- 
gel's motherly heart swelling with pride at the 
thought of the admiration which her child was 
sure to excite. 

" Brenda dear," she said anxiously, with both 
hands laid on her shoulders, in the quiet sanc- 
tuary of her own room, " you are happy — -quite 
happy?" 

*' I would not change for the world ! " and^ 
with a sudden burst of tears, Brenda threw her 
arms round her mother's neck. 

Not long afterwards the carriage was ordered^ 
and she drove back to town, refreshed by the- 
Jloving sympathy of her own people, who never 
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changed with the changing circumstances of life* 
It was pleasant to have one sheet-anchor to 
depend on, in the shifting waters of her present 
existence ; and she held to it with the tenacity 
of one who felt that a storm was brewing. 

Edith's company did her a great deal of good, 
and prevented her from brooding over her sorrows, 
or trying to cure them with dangerous remedies. 
She endeavoured to bring about a great friend- 
ship between Bertram Fitz-herbert and her 
sister; but the young fellow was so entirely 
devoted to herself, that it was difficult to persuade 
him to take even a fractional interest in any one 
else. 

Lady Grenville often dropped in, and always 
received a hearty welcome ; but she shook her 
head at the smoking which went on in the pretty 
boudoir, after calling-hours, and said, " GiVe a 
man liberty to do what he likes, and he will do 
what you don't like, my dear. If he doesn't care 
sufficiently for you to give up ]p.Q cigar for your 
sake, let him go by all means and enjoy it, with- 
out you, in the smoking-room." 

" But Basil likes nothing better than conver- 
sation and cigarettes* He began it, and the rest 
naturally follow his lead." 

" Ah, if your husband is the culprit, I must 
hold my tongue. But, remember this as a rule : 
keep a man under a certain restraint, and he will 
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like you all the better for it in the end. Bespect 
is a close companion of restraint, and when 
they are both gone, the position is — slightly 
embarrassing. What were you doing this 
morning ? Mr. Vivian told me that he passed 
your carriage in Piccadilly, before the lamps 
were out." 

" What nonsense ! We started a little earlier 
than usual, because the daughter of our old 
friend Mr. Ward was to be married at eleven 
o'clock. It was a very quiet wedding. The 
bride in white silk and swansdown-only fancy l 
The bridesmaids in grey silk and cashmere, with 
horrid mobcaps, that used to be the fashion 
about three or four years ago." 

** Is it a good match ? " 

" No, as bad as bad can be ; but oh ! I don't 
wonder at it, for he is so handsome." 

"Who? The bridegroom?'' 

" Yes, Captain Balfour. Edith fell violently 
in love with hitn." 

"Balfour!" exclaimed Lady Grenville, in 
surprise. " You mean to say that her father let 
her marry a man like that ! " 

" What has he done ? " inquired Edith, whose 
indignant denial of special admiration for hjm 
had scarcely been heard. 

" Nobody knows. There is a feeling against 
him about the Tremayne affair ; and they say 
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that his brother officers have sent him to 
Coventry.' ' 

" There were some very odd people at the 
ehnrch, and I caught sight of a horrid-looking 
man, who seemed to be hidiag behind a pillar. 
As the bridegroom came up the aisle, he rubbed 
his hands together, muttering, ^That's 'im; 
that's the man.' When I looked round, he had 
slipped out of the pew and was talking to— who 
do you think ? " 

" How could I tell ? A policeman ? " 

" No ; of all people in the world — ^Basil I " 

" Good gracious ! " and Lady Grenville leant 
forward in sudden interest 

" I waited till the end, because I wanted Mr. 
Ward to know that we were there ; and when 
we got away, he was nowhere to be seen." 

" And you have not seen him since ? " 

" No ; he was not conung home to luncheon, 
so we went down to Eccleston Square. Do you 
know when the Trevellyans are expected?" 
she asked, in as careless a tone as she could 
manage. 

" About the middle of April, I fancy. Poor 
thing ! I pity her so dreadfully. Brenda, you and 
she must be great friends." 

" I don't see a chance of it ; " and she pursed 
up her pretty Kps mth an air of reserve. 

" But, Brenda ! " exclaimed Edith, who knew 
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nothing of the arriere-pensiey " I thought every 
one said she was quite irresistible." 

**And so she is — ^to men; but that is no 
reason why women should worship her as 
weU." 

"I did not talk of worship," said Lady 
Grenville gently, all her fears revived by the 
bitterness with which Brenda spoke. " I 
always looked upon her as a woman whom it 
would be quite a privilege to caU my Mend; 
but they have lived so much abroad that we 
meet too seldom for anything beyond acquaint- 
ance." 

*' I shall be quite satisfied without anything 
more . To-morrow afternoon, ' ' she added quickly, 
in order to turn the subject, *' Bertie Fitz- 
herbert, your nephew, Mr. Grenville, and Captain 
Egerton, are coming to escort us to the Grosvenor 
gallery. They say the collection there is some- 
thing extraordinary ; and there is a wonderful 
likeness of Mrs. de Vaudeville at a shop a httle 
lower down. I wish you would join us ? " 

** Impossible; I wish it weren't. But this 
life cannot be all pleasure, as you young people 
seem to fancy. There are a few duties to be 
done." 

" Pleasure ? " iuterrupted Brenda* " Life 
seems made up of everything else. 

**Not your Ufe, Bren," said Edith, thinking 
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of all the home troubles which she had escaped 
by her marriage. 

" Why not mine ? " she asked resentfully, as 
the colour flew to her cheeks. **Am I the 
happiest of mortals because I live in a big house, 
and have no chance of starving ? " 

'^Any woman in good health — ^for a simple 
toothache may make you wretched — who has a 
charming house, a good fortune, and an almost 
faultless husband, stands in the position of Poly- 
crates the Fortunate, who threw his favourite 
ring to the gods, in order to avert their dis- 
pleasure at his godlike fate. What will you 
throw, Brenda ? " 

*' My heart ; and see if any one cares to pick 
it up." 

" It is forbidden to throw away your husband's 
property. Miss Havergel, your sister seems to 
have strange notions as to meum et tuum. 
Pray read her a lecture as soon as my back is 
turned. I know it is the favourite practice of 
yoimger sisters." 
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CHAPTEE V. 

THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW. 

" Put on the prettiest dress you have, Brenda/*^ 
said Lord Bavenhill, as he came into his wife'^ 
boudoir, about five o'clock one lovely afternoon 
in early May, and threw himself down on a sofa 
close beside her chair. "I want you to look 
your very best to-night, and out-rival every other 
star." 

She looked up at him ; her face flushed with 
pleasure, though she only said, " I feel as if it 
would be hopeless to try." 

" Do you ? Then you are sure to succeed ; 
ugly women are always the most conceited." 

"And I thought you never cared about a 
woman's dress." 

"What an absurd idea! If you had ever 
ventured to look dowdy, I should soon have put 
in a remonstrance." 

" If you had time to notice it; but you are^ 
always so busy now. Shall I give you some^ 
tea?" 
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** Please. I always have time to notice any- 
thing and everything about my wife," he said 
gravely. "For instance, I know that for the 
last few weeks, at least, she has not seemed to 
care for me as she did when we first married." 

She stopped in the act of handing him his 
teacup, her hand shaking so violently that the 
beautiful Sevres china would probably have 
fallen, if he had not taken it from her. 

"I don't know how you can think so," she 
faltered. 

" Well, I find that you would rather talk to 
any one but me ; that you turn white or red if 
ever I meet your eye, as if I were something 
rather unpleasant to look at." 

"Basil!" 

" I only judge by your evident wish to look 
another way. If we dine alone together, you 
are almost silent, whilst if any one drops in, like 
Egerton, for instance, you can chatter as you 
used to do when I first knew you." 

"And perhaps you think I like him better 
than you ? " she asked, her bosom heaving, her 
lips trembling. 

" God forbid ! It would be hard indeed if 
you could not be true to me for four or five 
months. All I want to know is, what I have 
done to produce such a change in you ? If I am 
in the wrong, pray tell me, and I wiU try to get 
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myseK right again. Perhaps yon are offended 
with me because I can't go out with yon always, 
as I did at Nice ; but yon mnst remember I was 
having a holiday then, and now my working 
days have begun. There is a question at present 
before the House which is of vital importance, 
and it would take a great deal to keep me away 
from the debates ; also I have many affairs to 
attend to, connected with committees, etc., 
which you would not understand, but which give 
me plenty of things to do. And, besides all 
these hindrances, there is yet another; " and he 
fixed his earnest eyes upon her upturned face. 
"I thought, rightly or wrongly, that you no 
longer cared for my escort." 

The colour came and went in her cheeks, her 
eyes looked piteously into his ; she tried to be 
calm and indifferent, but nature was too strong 
for her. Shakiug all over, she looked down into 
her lap. 

'^ If you think our marriage was a mistake," 
he went on gently, misconstruiug the cause of 
her emotion, *^I don't know how to mend it. 
It is far easier to tie a knot, than to undo it. 
Would it not be better to make the best of a bad 
bargain, and bear it with as cheerful a coimte- 
nance as you can ? If I am too old and too serious 
for you, I won't say that you ought to have 
found it out before, because you were only a 
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cMld ; and I can't say that I will make myself 
young again, because that would be impossible, 
but I have let you surround yourself with younger 
men, whose liveliness might compensate for any 
dulness in me, and I have never complained of 
the coldness you have shown towards myself." 

" Because you have never felt it " — came in a 
smothered voice from close proximity fco the tea- 
tray, over which Brenda was bending. 

** Excuse me, I have felt it very much;'' 
and he drew himseK up with an air of cold 
reserve. "What a man feels most, he speaks 
of least." 

" I — thought — you didn't care." 

" Then you had no right to. I am not a 
weathercock to change like — a woman. If you 
can't love me, you can't, and there's an end of 
it. I suppose there is something in me which 
makes it impossible." 

"BasH!" 

*^ Well ? " He waited. No answer. " I am 
not blaming you, child, for not caring." 

*^But I do!'' and she stretched out her 
hands with the imploring gesture of a child, 
utterly xmable to resist the voice of her heart 
any longer. 

" No, you don't." He shook his head with 
an indulgent smile. "You are sorry for me;. 
that is all." 
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She put up her face, asking for a kiss, as in 
all her married life she had never asked before ; 
but he only stroked her cheek gently with his 
hand, tiiinldng the caxess was offered as a sop 
to his injured feelings. 

" Basil, won't you believe me ? I love you 
so much, so madly, that I have prayed God to 
take it from me." Her head was buried on his 
knees, as she dropped down on the floor beside 
him. 

" And He has answered your prayers ? " he 
said calmly, though his heart beat faster. 

** No," in the softest whisper. 

He raised her gently from the ground, drew 
her close to him on the sofa, and encircled her 
with his arm. " Brenda, don't deceive me, or 
yourself either. Speak to me now, as before 
God and your own conscience." She raised her 
eyes to his, awed and tremulous, looking 
strangely lovely, in spite of ruflSed hair and 
tear-stained cheeks. " Why do you pretend not 
to care for me every day of your life, when, in a 
moment Hke this, you can say that your love is 
greater than ever ? There must be some reason ; 
if you will teU it me, it may be happier for us 
both." 

She opened her lips to speak ; now she would 
disburthen herself of all the doubts and fears 
which made her life so miserable. Already she 
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felt relieved of haJf their weight, when the door 
opened, and a visitor was announced. 

They started apart like a pair of guilty 
lovers, and welcomed their unwished-for guest 
with unusual effusion. The moment for expla- 
nation passed away, and the fresh air of candour 
and common sense was not allowed to dispel the 
shadows of the future. 

With a fluttering heart, Brenda allowed her- 
self to be decked in all her splendours for Lady 
Mutterly's ball. Her husband had expressed a 
wish for her to look her best ; and she was more 
anxious about her personal appearance this 
evening than on the day of her Majest/s 
drawing-room. The Court Journal had men- 
tioned her in a flattering paragraph; friends 
had insinuated their admiration by word or 
glance; Edith had been imable to restrain her 
sisterly praise; but Brenda' s heart had not 
beaten with so sweet a throb of vanity as to- 
day, when Lord Eavenhill expressed an interest 
in her toilette. 

Li a lovely cream-coloured dress from ]6lise, 
beautifal as it was indescribable, with its 
puffings and Mllings, and laces and fringes, its 
close-fitting bodice, studied with jewels, and its 
tiny sleeves, so small as to be almost invisible, 
Brenda, as desired, looked her very best. She 
wore nothing in her hair, which was dressed in 
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soft curls on the top of her head, with a small 
coil of plaits at the back of the neck, and a 
fluffy fringe on her low white forehead; and 
nothing round the slender pillar of her throat to 
mar its graceful outline. The onlj'- bit of colour 
about her dress was a knot of Marshal Niel 
roses in her bosom. Lord Eavenhill might well 
be proud of his wife, as he walked into the room 
by her side; and so absorbed was he by her 
charms that he actually forgot to remember that 
evening, years ago, when he stood outside that 
very door, and waited for Flora Tremayne. And 
yet the thought of it had kept him from all 
festivities in Lady Flutterl/s house, for five 
years or more ! 

^* So delighted to see you, dear, looking so 
charming ; " and Brenda's hand was pressed 
confidingly by her hostess. " The Prince will be 
here directly, and I promise to introduce you." 

^^ What Prince ? " and she looked up at Lord 
Eavenhill inquiringly. 

He shrugged his shoulders. " Only Nieder- 
lohe, from the Austrian embassy. The title is 
everything; the man nothing.'' 

A crowd of friends pressed round them; a 
highly ornamented card was thrust into Brenda's 
hand, and several men asked permission to 
inscribe their names thereon. They were all 
put off with some excuse. Lady Eavenhill had 
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not made up her mind whether to dance or not, 
so she moved on, finding that her husband, 
whose eyes had been searching every part of the 
crowded drawing-room, was bent upon conduct- 
ing her to a particular comer. A couple stepped 
aside, and, without any preparation, she found 
herself opposite to a lady in black satin, sparkling 
with jet, and heard her own name mentioned, as 
Lord Eavenhill introduced her to Lady Tre- 
vellyan. 

Flora rose, and extended her hand with a 
winning smile, as she said simply, ** I have long 
wished to meet you." 

Brenda gazed at her with startled eyes, as 
their hands met. Face to face with the far- 
famed beauty, her own attractions seemed nil ; 
and she felt much as the moon might have felt, 
when introduced to the sun. 

This was the reason why she was to look her 
best, in order that she might appear to ad- 
vantage in the eyes of Flora Trevellyan ! All 
her pleasurable sensations of gratified vanity 
vanished in a moment, and, with a bitter sense 
of personal eclipse, added to the revival of 
jealousy and doubt, she returned her greeting 
coldly. Lord Eavenhill looked more annoyed 
than disappointed, as he introduced Sir Philip, 
whose eyes were resting with great appreciation 
on Brenda's graceful figure. 

TOL. m. E 
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. There was an awkward pause. Flora, cMIled 
by the wife, had too much tact to begin a 
conversation at once with the husband ; and Sir 
Philip, keenly alive to the facts of the situation, 
was wondering if Lady Eavenhill's coolness were 
the oflfspring of shyness, or of a deeper feeling 
connected with the revived friendship between 
his own wife and her husband. It was an 
interesting speculation, and for a long miaute it 
tied his usually fluent tongue. 

Konald Egerton was a welcome interruption 
when he sauntered up to the group, and, shaking 
hands all round, expressed his surprise and 
pleasure at meeting the Tfevellyans. One glance 
at Lady Ravenhiirs face told him that she was 
bored or troubled, and, as soon as he could 
detach himself from the others, he turned to 
her, and said, in a low voice, ** Would not a 
waltz be the best thing to prescribe for your 
complaint ? " 

"I think it would," she returned, with a 
smile, after a first look of surprise. She took 
the arm he offered, and he piloted her skilfully 
through the throng. She had never liked him 
so much before as now, when he rescued her 
from a very unpleasant position; and he had 
never admired her half so much as this evening, 
when her beauty was enhanced by her emotion, 
and her dress shone conspicuously amongst 
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all the splendid toilettes that adorned the 
room. 

As he passed his arm round her waist, he 
looked down at her softly, without a word. How 
ineffahly charming she was, from those dear little 
curls on the top of her head to the tip of her 
embroidered shoes, just peeping from beneath 
the lace frill at the edge of her dress ! " Eaven- 
hill is a lucky man ! " he thought, with a smile 
and a sigh. 

After a few turns, they stopped. 

"Tour step goes exactly with mine. We 
ought to be partners till the end of the season,'* 
he calmly remarked, as he possessed himself ot 
her fan. 

" There are a few other things to be con- 
sidered besides a particular step," she said, with 
a laughing glance. 

" Only a few ? Perhaps we might get over 
them." 

" Too many for that." 

" Tell me what they are." 

" You know them as well as I do." 

" How can you guess how much I know, or 
rather, how little ? " 

" There are some truths which are evident 
to aU." 

" Truths ! I've got nothing to do with 
them. Society is made up of hes, and I have 
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lived in society from my earliest years. Take 
pity on my ignorance." 

" I shall do nothiDg of the kind ; I believe 
yon are proud of it." 

" That is the only way when you have a 
defect. I knew a fellow once who was a 
hunchback, and he thought it a mark of 
distinction." 

** Of extinction more likely." 

'* More likely, but less true. Shall we take 
another turn? " 

**Not yet. Captain Egerton, what do you 
think of Lady Trevellyan ? " and she looked up, 
with sudden eagerness, into his face. 

" What do I think of her ? " he said slowly. 
Knowing what every one knew of Basil Fitz- 
herbert's attachment in the past, guessing, as he 
could not help guessing, that it had been kindled 
afresh by compassion after Tremayne's misfor- 
tune, he felt that he was treading on delicate 
ground, and was afraid to admire, whilst he 
could not condemn. "I pity her from the 
bottom of my heart." 

" Do you ? I think she is more to be envied 
than pitied." 

^* Why envied ? " he asked in surprise. 

" Because every man worships the ground 
that she treads on." Her colour rose with her 
vexation, as she thought of her own high- 
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minded, honourable husband added involuntarily 
to Flora's long train of admirers. 

Egerton smiled. " And you envy her for 
that, when, if carpets were to be worn out with 
worship, you would tread on bare boards for the 
rest of your life ! " 

" Captain Egerton, compliments are odious 
when you happen to be cross." 

" People are never cross in society. They 
leave their tempers behind them in charge of 
their maids. The waltz is ended; we must 
have our other turn later on. Don't let Lady 
Fiutterly's grandee put it out of' your head," as 
he saw his hostess approaching, followed by the 
tall form of the Austrian attachS. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



LIFTING A CURTAIN. 



Later in the evening, Lord EavenhiU was 
lounging against the door of the conservatory, 
which opened out of the back drawing-room, 
with a somewhat clouded face. Lost in thought, 
he failed to perceive the admiring glances which 
were thrown at him by two or three partnerless 
maidens, who would fain have seen his hand- 
some head turn in their direction. Life seemed 
to him at this moment especially unsatisfactory, 
and he was in no mood for uttering soft nothings 
into expectant ears. He was a man who never 
deceived himself. He saw there was danger in 
constant meetings with Flora Trevellyan — he 
saw it most reluctantly, and with a certain sense 
of humiliation ; but, having seen it and recog- 
nized it, he was honourably bent on avoiding 
them for the future. With the whole strength 
of his will, he was resolved to stifle his revivified 
passion and rise superior to it. It had once 
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overmastered him and altered the course of his 
life, but never again should it have power to 
move him either to the right hand or the left. 
He no longer walked alone ; there was a wife 
by his side, who would follow him step by step 
along the calm level line of content, or over the 
precipice of regret. He had to be careful for 
her sake, as well as his own ; and yet his position 
was one of great difficulty, for he must see Lady 
Trevellyan rather often on her brother's account, 
and it would be cruelty to keep away from her, if 
by one word he could ease the agony of her 
suspense. He thought out the situation as 
dispassionately as he could, and soon acknow- 
ledged that, as he had chosen to stand forth as 
Charles Tremayne's champion, there was no 
way left for him but to put his own feelings out 
of the question and brave the danger, which he 
was honest enough to fear. Surely there was 
safety in the thought of Brenda, his pretty 
little wife. Where was she now? Sitting 
on an ottoman, with Prince Niederlohe by 
her side, looking down on her bouquet, with a 
conscious smile, to avoid his admiring glances. 
At a little distance stood Eonald Egerton, 
pulling his moustaches, with an air of discon- 
tent not habitual to Ms features, as he talked 
to a pale sweet-looking girl, with a yearning 
look, as if for something lost, in her large brown 
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eyes. Last season, she was the archest coquette 
in all the world of fashion ; but a change had 
come over Kose Dynevor since then, and she 
could not flirt with the butterflies who hovered 
round her still, for thinking of the one with 
broken wings in a convict's cell. 

" Poor child ! it is hard on her — desperately 
hard ; " and Basil turned away with a com- 
passionte sigh, and walked with slow steps up 
to the comer in which Lady Trevellyan was 
seated. She was surrounded, as usual, by a 
number of friends ; but they moved aside to let 
him pass, as a privileged person, into the magic 
circle. 

^^ Will you allow me to take you downstairs 
to have an ice ? " he asked, with a grave bow — 
all the graver, perhaps, because he detected on 
the faces of those around a sHght smile and a 
look of being, so to speak, in the secret. 

" Willingly ; the heat is overpowering." She 
rose with a smile, and put her hand within his 
arm. The staircase was so crowded that they 
took refuge in a curtained alcove on the landing, 
between the two flights. 

^^ What news ? " she said breathlessly, after 
one glance round to see that the crimson velvet 
couch on the opposite side of the wall was empty. 
Again her love for her brother predominated 
over every other feeling, and Lord Eavenhill saw 
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it, and was glad. It helped to make his task of 
self-control less difficult. 

In a low, earnest voice, he told her all that 
he had done, and aU that he hoped to do, and 
she listened with eyes fixed on his face and 
parted lips. 

" And what does Mr. Goodeve say ? " 

" He gives very little hope ; but I think he 
might be more encouraging to you. He seems 
to be prejudiced against me." 

*^ Not likely. - I wiU tell him that you are the 
kindest, best of friends." Her eyes shone. 

*^ He looks at me as if he suspected me of 
some sinister design ; but it doesn't matter so 
long as he does his best for Charlie. Are you 
going down to see him ? " 

She turned away. " I must not go. Philip 
has forbidden it." 

Not a word of complaint, but none the less 
Basil felt for her acutely. 

" Would it be any comfort to you, if I went 
instead ? " he said, after a pause. 

" Oh, if you only would ! " and her voice 
trembled with suppressed eagerness. 

*^ Anything on earth to serve you," rose to 
his lips ; but he only answered calmly, ^* I will 
see if I can manage it, in the course of another 
week." 

" Oh, thank you a thousand times ! If you 
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Dniy knew what a constant nightmare it is to 
me 1 To think that he may be actually wasting 
away, and I not know it 1 He might be at death's 
door, and I should not hear of it till too late." 
The tears were in her voice, and she controlled 
herself with an effort. 

^^ No, no ; I wrote to the governor, who is a 
great firiend of Ward's, to ask him to keep his 
eye on him. He would be sure to let me know 
if there was anything wrong." 

Feeling that she must not stay there any 

longer, she rose from the sofa. ^^ How good you 

arel" she said, fervently. ''May God reward 

you for your kindness to that poor boy in this 

world, as well as the next 1 " And in the fulness 

of her gratitude, she held out her hand. He took 

it, as a man must take what a woman offers, 

unless he be a churl ; and as he felt it in his 

grasp, his head bent slowly, till his hps nearly 

touched it. The kiss was not given, for his will 

was strong to overcome his weakness ; but at 

that instant the curtain was pulled aside, and 

dropped as hastily, though too late, by Ronald 

Egerton. 

"Yousee,LadyEavenhill,"he said hurriedly, 

" there is plenty of time for another dance ; '^ 
and he led her away, not wishing to make 
capital out of his friend's fault, only saying what- 
ever came first on the spur of the moment. 
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Brenda did not answer; but she let him 
waltz with her again and yet again, scarcely 
conscious of what she did or said, whilst the 
scene in the alcove seemed to dance before her 
eyes. What had her husband meant by the 
ridiculous farce of the afternoon, except to blind 
her eyes to what was coming ? He knew they 
were goiug to meet Flora TreveUyan, therefore 
she was to array herself in her best, in order to 
do credit to his taste ; therefore he was anxious 
to make all things straight between them before 
they parted. Men were aU alike — all faithless, 
and scheming, and ungrateful ; and she had been 
only a poor deluded fool to think her Basil 
superior to the rest ! 

With these thoughts in her mind, she was 
inwardly iudifferent to the opinion of others, but 
outwardly anxious to please. She made Bertram 
Fitz-herbert perfectly happy by a flower fi-om 
her bouquet. She smiled on Prince Niederlohe, 
and promised to go to the Austrian fete at the 
Botanical Gardens, whenever it might chance to 
come off. She delighted Sir Philip TreveUyan, 
who thought her attractions superior to those of 
Mrs. Muncaster, because she had pretty eyes 
and knew how to use them, as well as to talk 
nonsense with her rosebud mouth; and as to 
Eonald Egerton, he was completely enslaved. 

Sir Philip was aware of the long iite-d-tete in 
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the alcove, and thought it rather amusing to 
flirt with Eaven's wife, in the mean while. To 
do him justice, in spite of certain jealous twinges, 
he was perfectly convinced that his brother-in — 
law was the principal subject of the conversa — 
tion. 

"And when did you arrive from Eome?'^ 
inquired Brenda, as she tried to arrange th0 
flowers in her bouquet, which had been rather 
deranged by Bertie's theft. 

" Only two days ago, or you may be sure 
you would have seen me before ; " and he leant 
forward with a smile. 

" I can't be sure of it, as we were perfect 
strangers." 

" Strangers only in name — I speak for myself. 
Far off as Kome is from London, we were not 
quite out of your world, nor you out of mine." 

" If TreveUyan were out of the world, I 
wonder what would become of him," said Eonald, 
in an exaggerated drawl. 

" Depends upon whom I had with me," said 
the Baronet, promptly. "I could fancy exile 
tolerable on some conditions." 

"Ah, conditions that would never be fulfilled. 
I could fancy myseK happy in a balloon — with 
the right person." 

"I couldn't;" and Brenda laughed softly. 
^*The coming down would prey on my mind 
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to such an extent, that I should never know a 
moment's peace." 

** The dread of never coming down would be 
worse," suggested Sir Philip. "A trial of 
constancy that might turn the most ardent love 
into hate." 

" In a man, perhaps," said Brenda, thinking 
of her husband. ^^ Men are always changing." 

^^ Never so inconstant as women. You shake 
your head, Lady Kavenhill ; but I can prove it 
to you in half a dozen words. When we hover 
like butterflies from flower to flower, we are 
constant to woman in general, though not to one 
woman in particular. Our hearts are too large, 
our affections too vast, to be concentrated in a 
limited space ; but a woman, when disappointed 
in the one man of her choice, goes back to 
spinsterhood, and is inconstant to the whole of 
his sex. Am I not right ? " 

" Of course not. Captain Egerton, say some- 
thing to refute it." 

** It must be a marvel of beauty, to be claimed 
by the whole of our sex," he answered, with a 
smile ; " and unless th^ claim has been made, 
there would be no ground for the charge of 
inconstancy." 

*^ Absurd, my dear fellow. I was affirming 
a general principle — it is not to be dissected like 
an anatomical study." 



62 A FOOL FOB HIS PAINS. 

" But, Sir Philip, yon gave us one instance, 
and Captain Egerton only made the most of it ; " 
and Brenda looked up archly. 

"If you are going to take his part against* 
me. Lady EavenhiU, I shall think it time to lool^ 
for my wife ; " and he stood up, as he spoke. 

" Very well, Sir Philip ; and when you hav^ 
found her, amuse her with an account of yoioic 
new theories." Involuntarily her Hp curled with»- 
a sudden remembrance. 

" I keep them for my friends " — ^with a bow— 
" My wife would not appreciate them ; " ant 
with that he went off. 

" A curious feUow ! What do you think or 
him? " said Eonald, dropping into the place Sir 
Philip had just vacated. 

" I think he is delightful ; so agreeable, and 
so amusing." 

"All women rave about him; but I never 
could see why." 

"Perhaps because he seems to appreciate 
our sex more than his own." 

*^That is a faiUng common to most of us; 
but you never rave abou^ me." 

She looked up with a smile, and their eyes 
met. Of course he had spoken in jest ; but there 
was a look of unusual gravity in his face. 

" If I did, I should rather surprise you." 

*' You would ; and I shouldn't care for it." 
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" I wonder where Basil is ; I am sure it is 
time to go." 

"ShaU I go and fetch him?" said Fitz- 
herbert, ever eager in her service. 

" Oh, do, please ; but don't disturb him, if he 
is engaged ; " and her face clouded as he hurried 
away. 

** But I can tell you what would please me ; " 
and Eonald went on, as if there had been no 
interruption. " If you would only say simply " 

She rose hastily, feeling that she had been 
rather imprudent already, and he was obliged to 
stand up at the same time. " I will say nothing. 
Friendship is won by deeds, not words." 

'* Deeds!" he said, with sudden bitterness, as 
he saw Lord Eavenhill coming towards them. 
** What is there to be done nowadays? If you 
would only drown, and let me save you ; if your 
house would obligingly catch fire " 

"Hush! I was nearly drowned once; and 
now I wish to Heaven, that Basil had never 
saved me ! " Without another word, she turned 
away and took her husband's arm, bade good- 
bye to Lady Flutterly, and left the room. 

Dumb with amazement, Captain Egerton 
stood rooted to the spot. 

Sir Philip, meanwhile, with a smile on his 
lips and a frown in his heart — ^if the expression 
may be allowed — had sought his wife in the 
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alcove, and found her, not with her old friend 
and former lover, Lord Eavenhill, but with Miss 
Dynevor, a harmless, though somewhat agitated 
companion. He exchanged his intended acid 
greeting for an urbane smile ; and escorted the 
young lady back to her chaperone with his usual 
courtesy, put Lady Trevellyan into the brougham, 
and, after a moment's hesitation, took his place 
beside her. 

So Lady Flutterly*s ball came to an end; but 
the consequences, like the wide-spreading roots 
of the cedar, spread far and deep in the lives of 
some of her guests. The hostess was perfectly 
content, because the Prince vowed that he had 
enjoyed himseK so much that she positively must 
give another before the end of the season. 



( 65 > 



CHAPTEE VII. 



ONLY A SUMMER SHOWER. 



Dark ominous clouds hung over the usually 
cheerful town of Bedford, as Captain Balfour 
walked homewards from the barracks to the 
smaU habitation where he had lodged his bride. 
It was a typical little nest for a pair of lovers. 
On the outskirts of the town, almost in the village 
of Kempstone, with roses and honeysuckles grow- 
ing over the porch, and hanging down in clusters 
over the bow windows on either side of the door- 
way. A tall elm-tree stood on the right, between 
the angle of the hedge and a tiny stream ; and 
under its grateful shade, Balfour was wont to lie 
on a rug at his wife's feet, with his pipe in his 
mouth, and his eyes fixed adoringly on her tran- 
quil face. But to-day Mrs. Balfour was not to 
be seen. He walked into the drawing-room ^ 
threw his shell-cap down on the table beside her 
open work-basket, unbuckled his sword, flung it 
on the sofa, and with his hands in his pockets, 
VOL. in. F 
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walked back to the door. He whistled loudly, 
but there was no answer. With a frown, he 
betook himself to the kitchen. Benson, the 
cook, informed him that ^^ missus " was out shop- 
ping, but had left word that she would be back by 
half-past four, so she was getting the tea ready. 
^* Half-past four ! It is twenty to five now ! " 
and he went back to his post at the door. 

A pelting shower began; the roses swayed 
to and fro as their leaves were scattered oli the 
ground ; the iron scraper fiUed with water, the 
small round beds became so many puddles. If 
he had been alone, he would probably have 
let the drawing and dining'rooms be inundated ; 
but as Kate was coming home, he went in and 
shut the windows, lest she should find the rooms 
damp. The path was rapidly becoming a 
stream, the road a river. If she came back in 
this, she would be drenched to the skin ; but of 
course she would have the sense to take a cab. 
After a while he became intolerably restless. To 
stand at the door any longer was impossible ; he 
would go down the road to look for her. He 
stooped to turn up the hem of his trousers, and 
when he recovered his perpendicular, lo! Kate 
was there, struggling with the latch of the gate. 
Bareheaded he rushed out into the rain, threw 
open the gate, and almost carried her in. 

^* Kate ! how could you ? " he exclaimed in 
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fierce remonstrance, ag he gazed in dismay at 
her small draggled figure, from which tiny 
rivulets were spreading through the narrow halL 

She laughed merrily at the fierceness of his 
expression. " How could I help it, rather ! " 

*' You ought to have helped it/' he said, all 
the more angrily hecause of the anxiety he had 
suffered on her account. **You ought not to 
have thought of stirring without a cab." 

**But what if a cab were as much out of 
reach, as a four-in-hand? I was already some 
way on my road home when the rain began," 
she said, struggling to divest herself of her moist 
gloves. ^^ I stood up for ever so long under a 
small tree, and the only vehicle that passed me 
was a perambulator pushed along by a nursery- 
maid, with her skirt over her head. I couldn't 
very well get into that, could I ?' 

" No, but I had rather — 

^* What ? " as he stopped. 

" I don't know, but I would have given any- 
thing for this not to happen. Mary ! Benson ! 
come and see after your mistress ; can't you guess 
that she's half drowned ! '' he shouted angrily. 

The maid and the cook bustled out of the 
kitchen and took possession of Kate, who looked 
laughingly back at her husband as they hurried 
her upstau's. 

"You had better have some brandy and 
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water," he called out. "Where are the 
keys ? " 

" I wouldn't have it for the world ! The 
keys are in my pocket, and there they will 
remain/' 

He was still fretting and faming, when she 
came downstairs in a simple evening dress of 
white cashmere, with dark red ribbons. All 
the curl had come out of her hair, and she looked 
rather meek and washed-out, as she pulled a low 
chair towards the tea-table, and prepared to sit 
down on it. 

'^ Come here," he said authoritatively, point- 
ing to the sofa ; and she obeyed. 

He drew her to him with a tenderness that 
was almost ferocious, and kissed her Hps with a 
long passionate kiss that took her breath away. 
Always in his love for her there was a certain 
fierceness that gave it an imperious charm, and 
made her gentle heart thrill with terror and 
delight. "Promise that you will never do it 
again, " he insisted, unreasonably. 

" What, never be caught in the rain ! How 
could I? " and she laughed merrily as she tried 
to draw herself away, but failed. 

" It might be the death of you." 

" Why should it kill me, when hundreds get 
wet, without so much as a cold in the head as a 
consequence ? " 
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** Because you axe infinitely more precious." 

" Ah, you say so to-day, because you haven't 
had time to be bored;" and her small fingers 
ptdled the whisker nearest her face- " Will you 
say the same a year hence ? " 

" I shall say it all my life, and you know it." 

" You waited for me so long, that I began to 
be afraid you would think me dear at the price ! ' ' 
If she had known what the price was, the word 
would have blistered her lips* 

A curious expression came over Balfour's 
face ; but he said emphatically, " Whatever the 
price, I am glad I paid it. Yes," he continued^ 
as if in answer to his outraged conscience, *^ I 
would do it, if it had to be done again and 
again." 

*'You talk rather grandly about a little 
patience ; " and she looked amused. 

** Patience?" he said, slowly. ** There is 
nothing that eats into your heart like hope 
deferred. Those years that I waited with the 
constant fear before my eyes that I should lose 
you, were like a heU upon earth. No wonder 
that they made a different man of me. It was 
enough to turn the veriest saint into a devil ; but 
no matter" — ^his voice changed. ^^ My queen, 
my treasure ! I have got you at last ! " And 
he clasped her again in his arms, in the triumph 
of possession. 
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" I don't know what has happened ta you 
to-night, Angus/' she said, after a few minutes, 
when he let her go reluctantly to pour out the 
tea. " You seem so wild and excited." 

He laughed ; a rare occurrence with him, for 
it was often remarked by his brother officers that 
Balfour never laughed, and his smile was too 
sardonic to* be an evidence of hilarity. 

*^ What would you say, Eate, if I exchanged 
from this dull old regiment down here into the 
3rd Bengal Light Infantry ? "" He saw that she 
was startled, by the way in which she paused 
with the sugar-tongs poised between her fingers. 
**' Would you like to go to India ? "^ 

" Anywhere with you," she said simply ; but 
there was a slight look of dismay in her pretty 
eyes. 

" Anywhere ? To be frozen into a block of 
ice at the North Pole ; to be fried like a sala- 
mander in the South ? " 

^^ If you were frozen, I should like to be 
frozen too ; if you were fried, I should like to be 
fried with you." 

"If Iwere tried" — hisvoice sank low — "would 
you want to stand beside me in the dock ? " 

" Yes ; and if you were hanged, we would 
climb the gallows together. There, are you 
satisfied ? " 

" Yes I believe you, for I would do the same 
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y you. Are you cold^ child ? I thouglit you 
liver ed." 

'^ I have a creepy feeling down my backbone, 
shall be warmer after a cup of tea." 

He rang the bell. 

** What do you want?'" 

'' A fire." 

'*0h, but it's absurd. You will find the 
>om so hot, and then go off to play billiards 
ith Captain Whittaker." 

'* Whittaker be hanged ! " and he scowled,. 
I if the thought of him were impleasant. 

Mary came in^ and was told to light the fire. 
Hiilst the wood was sputtering, Kate knelt 
own before it and held out her hands. 

" Let me warm them for you. Why, ehild^ 
ley are like ice ! " 

** I know they are. Don^t you like Captain 
iThittaker now ? I thought he was a friend of 
ours." 

'* I have no friends, and acquaintances come 
ad go like the rain. See, the evening is going 
) be fine ; " and he looked towards the window,. 
5 if to change the subject. 

" You had one friend, I know, for you intro- 
iiced me to him. What has become of Mr. 
remayne ? " She looked up into his face with 
mocent eyes. His expression hardened — that 
as the only apparent change. 
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** He was tried for forgery not long ago, con- 
victed, and sent to Dartmoor." 

"How dreadful! But was he really gnilty?'* 

He did not like lying to his wife. " He was 
found guilty/' 

" Poor fellow ! I dare say it was a sudden 
temptation. And to think it has ruined his 
life! What a grief it must have been to you! 
You used to call him your only friend ;" and 
her eyes were full of sympathy. 

" It is an unpleasant subject," he said 
harshly, " and you need not harp on it. Give 
us a song." 

" I am afraid I am rather hoarse." She 
moved slowly towards the piano, wondering 
that he did not come to open it for her as usual. 

He stayed by the fire, although he certainly 
was not cold. Kate's words had struck home. 
Spoken by the lips he loved, they had power to 
reach his heart as no others could. As he 
buried his face in his hands, the whole scene 
of the trial rose before his eyes. Again he saw 
Charlie Tremayne standing in the dock, listen- 
ing with blanched cheeks, ^as he bore witness 
against him. Was he to be cursed with this 
nightmare all his Hfe ? He threw back his head 
impatiently, got up, stood for some time on the 
hearthrug, frowning as he always frowned when 
in deep thought, and then walked slowly to his 
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ofe's side. **Kate, you are hoarse as a raven. 
Jome and talk." 

" My throat feels like a nutmeg-grater. I 
wondered when you were going to notice it." 

He shut the piano with a bang, as she rose 
com the music-stool. ** You have caught cold, 
knew you would." 

" And if I have, it is nothing very dreadful, 
iad a cough for three months last winter, but 
got over it.'' 

" But you may try that sort of thing once 
>o often. I think you had better go to bed." 

" Not I. The idea of leaving you to dine 
Lone ! " 

" I am going out for a walk, as soon as I 
ave changed my things," he said, with a 
Lance at his soldierly habiHments. 

" Then I am coming with you. It is quite 
De now." 

" You will do nothing of the sort." 

" I shall. You can't do without me." 

" I know that, but " 

*^ * But me no buts.' I am coming." 

*^ You have got on your evening dress," he 
id, irresolutely. 

"It is no thinner than the one I wore this 
^emoon." 

" Mind you put on a thick pair of boots." 

" Kegular clodhoppers ; " and she laughed, 
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as, having gained her point, she hurried up- 
stairs. 

" What a fool I am ! " he muttered to him- 
self. **But I can't do without her for a 
minute." 



( 75 ) 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

^^eaven's wife." 

loNALD, I am going to make you furious," 
d Cuthbert Egerton, as he threw himseK 
wn on his uncompromising sofa, after a hard 
fs work amongst the squalor and misery of 
; parish. 

" I defy you. You never could manage it in 
or life," replied the Eifleman, with a careless 
ile, as he knocked the ashes off his cigar. 

"But I am going to succeed to-day " — with 
igh. 

" What's up ? If you think I have been 
ing a little too fast, I tell you the complaint 
chronic, and not to be cured by any amount 
sermons." 

*' It is not that exactly.*' 

"Well, don't beat about the bush; out 
th it." 

"If I were you, I would not be so much 
kh— the EavenhiUs." 
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" Pshaw ! I thouglit it was something fresh. 
You've said that a hundred times before. Of 
course you wouldn't; but then you and I are 
rather different." 

*^ I don't see why, in such a matter as this." 

" Don't you ? Your standard is as high as 
the sky, and mine as low as the mud; so we 
look at things from a different level." 

Cuthbert frowned slightly, as if pained by 
his mocking tone. "I thought all men of j 
honour had tolerably the same standard." 

** There is no question of honour here," said 
Eonald, hotly, *' Neither yours, nor mine, nor 
Eaven's* You don't understand," he said more 
gently. " And no one will understand, except 
myself." 

^'I understood sufficiently to make me 
seriously uneasy yesterday afternoon." 

*^ Ah, because you are a dear, old, unsophisti- 
cated thing, with old-fashioned notions, such as 
suit an anchorite like yourself, but would be 
highly inconvenient in modem society. ^Live 
and let live,' is the motto of the day, and so 
long as I do harm to no one but myself, I think 
you might let me alone." 

" But are you sure of that ? " 

'' Quite sure ; certain as I am of death some 
day or other. 

**You may be mistaken. But anyhow, do 
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you think it is nothing to me to see you pre- 
paring a sorrow for yourself?" and his eyes 
glistened with more than fraternal affection. 

Konald looked dreamily up at the ceiling. 
" If the pleasure is sufficient to counterbalance 
the pain " 

"But how can you tell that? In most 
cases, the cost is never counted tiU the end." 

" So be it." 

"But you don't consider how wicked it is 
to play with your conscience in this manner ! " 

" Wicked, is it ? " and he smiled softly. 
" It is very pleasant." 

"Eonald, you can't be my brother, to talk 
of sin like that ! " — Cuthbert raised himself, 
with sudden energy — " or else you are changed 
beyond beUef." 

" Sin is a harsh term for a harmless amuse- 
ment. I hope you are not going to grow hard 
and bigoted, like the rest." 

" I don't wish to be hard and bigoted, God 
knows ; but when I see a thing is wrong, I call 
it by its own name — sm." 

" But you only see it is wrong, because you 
spy at it through the green spectacles of sus- 
picion. Look at it from my point of view, and 
you will see that I am amusing myseK in a 
harmless sort of manner ; and there is no reason 
to call * WoKl ' when nothing more dangerous 
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than a well-known, respectable sheep is in viev^^ 
Cuthbert, old boy, you have relieved yonr mind 
but I teU you frankly that your sermon has hac 
no more effect upon me than a drop of water ai 
a cabbage-leaf." He got up, threw away hit 
cigar, put his hands in his pockets, and lookec 
down on his brother with the imperturbable 
smile of conscious innocence. 

" Of course I knew that you meant no haria; 
but you are doing it with your eyes shut ; " and 
he sighed. 

" No, my eyes are open." 
" Then you have the less excuse." 
** I don't want any ; " and he threw back his 
head. 

There was a pause. Cuthbert was the only 
person on earth from whom Eonald would have 
borne a word on this subject ; and it gave him b 
sense of uneasiness, mixed with vexation, to find 
how seriously his brother looked on the mattef 
of his frequent visits to Grosvenor Place. Ha 
liked to stand well in his eyes, so he made 
another effort. 

" Just put yourself in my place for a moment, 
and imagine yourself knocking about town as I 
do, with lots of friends, it is true, but only one 
house at which you are always welcome. The 
husband says, ' Come as often as ever you like ; ' 
the wife never seems to ff nd you a bore. Wouldn't 
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jovL go there week after week, dropping in 
whenever the fancy took you, till it became 
the one place where you could feel yourself at 
home ? " 

*^ No; I should be afraid of wearing out my 
welcome." 

" But the welcome never wears out. I know, 
if you stayed away, you would be a fool for your 
pains," he said, with heat. 

" I am a fool, so my mother says." 
" No, you are not ; but I should have to be 
a conceited idiot if I stayed away, for fear "-^he 
stammered, and his cheeks flushed — " of up- 
setting any one else's peace of mind." 

" Then be a conceited idiot for once in your 
life." 

" I can't " — ^with a laugh. *' One look at 
Haven's handsome phiz, and my own attractions 
dwindle to nothing. I am only dangerous to 
young things of seventeen, to whom a man's a 
Dian, especially if he knows how to waltz." 

" Humility is a new virtue in Captain Eger- 
tpn," said Cuthbert, with a smile, as he lay on 
his back with his hands clasped behind his head, 
and his pale, intellectual face upturned to the 
flies on the ceiUng. 

" I don't know what has come to me," said 
Eonald, frankly ; " but I am wonderfully humble 
of late. I shall soon be meeker than any mouse. 
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Ta-ta, old fellow. Take care of yourself. Yo 
cough hasn't gone." 

"No; but it is getting better with t 
warmer weather." 

"When the season is over, I shall oar 
you off to the south of France." 

Cuthbert shook his head vehemently. " 
must be dying before I desert my people." 

"Thank you. I am not going to wait t 
then. You shall come with me, whether yc 
will or no. Do you think your life is to 1 
thrrfwn away for the sake of a parcel • 
beggars ? " 

" That is just like you, Eo. You bother yoi 
head about me, but you won't take one bit ( 
thought or care about yourself. I couldn't slee 
last night for thinking of you " — and coughini 
he might have added, with truth, as he move 
his legs preparatory to risiug. 

"Don't disturb yourself. I can let myse 
out." With a nod, Eonald walked to the doo 
then came back. " Look here, Cuthbert, this : 
the last word I shall ever speak on this subjec 
If I go on as I have begun, it is because I Imo 
that whatever happens, I shall suffer alone. 
I had the smallest doubt on the subject, I te 
you, on my honour, that I would leave off i 
once." 
» Without another word, he left the room ; an 
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Oxithbert knew that whatever might happen in 
tlxe future, his tongue was tied. 

There was nothing for him to do but to wait 
auxxd hope — and pray, as Flora had prayed for her 
bx-other, that he might be kept from the evil to 

come. 

« « « « * 

A day or two after this, Brenda ordered the 
brougham at eleven o'clock, and, arrayed in the 
simplest garment she possessed, which, after all, 
had nothing particularly puritanic in its character, 
started on an errand of charity. She was about 
to visit Mary Weston, a poor sick girl in Cuth- 
bext Egerton's parish, who Was dying in slow 
consumption ; and she had planned the expedi- 
tion with the greatest care. First of all, she 
lEiust have the sedate brougham instead of the 
DCiore frivolous-looking Victoria; she must put 
oxx her dowdiest bonnet and dress, in order to 
suit the character of a district visitor ; then she 
Batist start at an early hour, because it was right 
to make a great effort in a good cause, and good 
■people always got up early, as if bed were a 
wicked place to be in, in the morning, but a 
haven of rest at night. 

Lord Kavenhill, to whom she imparted lier 
intentions, smiled benignly, and said thero 
could be no harm in anything that was suggested 

by Cuthbert Egerton, but he should strongly 
VOL. III. a 
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object to her visiting those dirty slums 
often. 

'* It will be snch a happiness to me, if I ( 
feel that I am doing some good in life," 
answered, with a sigh of unrest. 

" So long as you do your duty at home t 
in society," he said gravely, **you are do 
good to me and to others." 

"Very little, I am afraid. You and tl 
would do just as well without me." 

" I should be sorry to try." 

" Much better, in fact, I dare say." 

" From what point of view, may I ask ? " t 
he looked up from his paper, with a smile 
amusement. 

" From every point of view," she said w 
decision, as she slowly buttoned her gloves. 

"Indeed, please explain." 

" I am not good at explanations. If I w 
out of the way "• 

" In a coffin, a prison, or a lunatic asylu] 
Pray be more accurate." 

"My coffin, of course. You could have 
wife who would be clever enough to understf 
your speeches, and discuss all the politi 
questions of the day with you, when you ca 
home." 

" Thank you. A regular man in petticoj 
the most objectionable creature under the si 
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r have enough of politics when I am out : for 
g'oodness' sake, let me have something more 
refreshing at home/' 

" Dear me, I thought that was just what you 
would like." 

"A gratuitous assumption, considering I 
cliose you^ and pohtics are scarcely your forte." 

"You might have chosen in haste, and 
repented at leisure," she said significantly, and 
then hurried out of the room before he could 
^'Xiswer. 

He threw down his paper, and followed her 
to the carriage. Shutting the door, he put his 
^ead through the open window. *^When I 
repent, I vnll let you know." 

"No, you wouldn't ; you would die first." 

He shook his head. " Where to ? " 

"Covent Garden, and after that to 18, 
^aria Lane." 

He waved his hand ; she leant forward vnth 
* "Wistful smile, fondly admiring his straight, tall 
figure, with its manly chest and broad shoulders, 
Mid the dark aristocratic face at the top. If 
she could only fancy that he cared for her, how 
happy she might be yet; but he had married 
her out of pity, and that she could never forget I 

Mrs. Torrington's tongue had much to answer 
for. By a few careless words, uttered in a 
moment of annoyance, she had endangered the 
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happiness of her hrother, and of her brother"* 
wife. If it had not been for her, Brenda' 
jealousy of Flora Trevellyan would soon hav 
vanished before every fresh evidence of Basil' 
affection for herself. But she had taken fror 
her the one firm standpoint on which her lov 
could rest, by implying that she had bee: 
selected for a wife, not of free choice, but simpL 
out of a feeling of honour and compassion. 

" How d'ye do, Lady Kavenhill ? " saL 
Eonald Egerton's cheerful voice, as he took o: 
his hat with a sweeping bow, and the carriag" 
stopped at the entrance of Covent Garden 
'^ You are out early this morning." 

^^Not such an effort for me as for you; s 
what brings you here at this hour, Captaia 
Egerton ? " and she looked up at him im 
quiringly, as he handed her out. ' 

'^ My duty to my neighbour. I wanted t^ 
get a few odds and ends for a sick protegee of m J 
brother's," he said, without the ghost of a smile 
'' and your advice will be invaluable." 

** Perhaps you are aware that I come for the 
same purpose?" 

^'A strange coincidence, which proves that 
there must be some unsuspected sympathy 
between us. Do you think a bunch of those 
lilies would do her any good ? " 

'' Yes, I should think so; the aesthetes would 
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be sure to recommend them as a cure. — John, 
keep close; I shall want you to carry some 
parcels ; " and she turned to the footman, who 
touched his hat and followed in her wake. 

*^I thought I was to be your footman on 
occasions like this," said Eonald, with an air of 
vexation. 

*'You will have parcels enough to carry on 
your own account; and besides," she added 
gravely, "I like to be independent, sometimes, of 
amateur help." 

He bit his lip. *' Then I will carry my 
services elsewhere." 

*'Do. You shall go your way, and I will 
go mine." 

He raised his hat, and turned away in a huff. 
On opposite sides of the centre avenue they 
performed their different purchases, laying in a 
stock of fruit and flowers as if Mary Weston 
were going to set up a stall. There was no 
other lady to whom he could attach himself, 
so the Eifleman walked up and down in sullen 
solitude, buying this and that, with no care 
and thought as to the selection ; it was certainly 
charity robbed of its sweetness. 

Brenda, on the contrary, rather enjoying the 
situation, flitted here and there, attracted by a 
bunch of grapes one minute, and a nosegay of 
sweet monthly roses the next. When she had 
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nearly exhausted her purse, she made her way to 
the carriage, followed by John, laden up to th< 
chin. With one foot poised on the step, sh.< 
paused to look round. Ronald Egerton wa. 
standing close by with a huge bunch of lilies 
another of wallflower, a third of white roses 
a basket of blood-oranges, a second of forc&€ 
strawberries, and a third whose contents werr^ 
shrouded in paper. He was staring intently at, 
a plant of straggling ivy, and pretended no 
to know she was there. 

"Captain Egerton" — he turned round — "i 
you happen to be going to Maria Lane, I shaX 
be most happy to convey your parcels." 

*^ Deeply grateful, but I would not trouble 
you for the world" — very stiffly, and with eye ^ 
still fixed on the ivy. 

" Just as you like; there is plenty of room;' 
and she took her seat. 

He hesitated ; she smiled ; and he yielded at:: 
once. 

John respectfully disburthened him of his 
load, the carriage drove off, and he instantly 
hailed a hansom, jumped into it, and telling 
the man of a short cut, reached Maria Lane 
before the brougham came in sight. Brenda 
could not help laughing, when she saw him 
standing on the doorstep. 

" What was the good of my carrying your 
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parceb, if you were going to have a hansom ? " 
sl^Le inquired, as he assisted her to alight on the 
remarkably dirty pavement. 

"I came after you as quickly as I could," 
h.^ answered with dignity, *' because I did not 
tfa.iik it right for you to be going about alone, 
ii=i^ a neighbourhood like this. — ^Is Mary Weston 
a.-fc home?" 

The frowsy-looking woman who had opened 
^ixe door gazed at the couple before her with 
ia^ed eyes. ** Never had she seen the like o' 
tli€m afore," as she told her ^^mate" after- 
^a,rds. 

" Is it my girl Polly you be askin' arter ? " 
slxe said doubtfully. 

"Yes," said Brenda, gently. "We have 
l^x-ought a few things which we thought might 
please her. And I want to know if she would 
^ilce to see me." 

" Ah, Lady Eavenhill ! I thought I recog- 
^^^i^ed your voice ; " and Cuthbert Egerton 
^Xirried down a crazy sort of staircase, some- 
fixing between a ladder and a broken pair of 
^'fceps. He came forward with a cordial smile, 
^^liich vanished directly he caught sight of his 
^^other. "Eonald, you here!" he exclaimed, 
^^ tones of strongest disapprobation. 

" Now that I see you in safe hands, I will 
^Wish you good morning, Lady Eavenhill ; " and, 
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taking no notice of his brother, unless he was 
included in a most ceremonious bow, Bonald 
walked oflF. 

** Your parcels ? " said Brenda, hastily. 

He looked over his shoulder with a smile. 
^^ I leave them to your tender mercies." 



( 89 ) 



CHAPTER IX. 



*^ GOLD AND ALLOY." 



^^ Too many good ttings for one house," said 
Cuthbert; with a shake of his head, as the foot- 
man began to empty the carriage of its contents. 
Besides the fruits and flowers from Co vent 
Garden, there was a basket of pudding, arrow- 
root, etc., from Grosvenor Place, and the tiny 
passage seemed as if it could scarcely contain 
all the things. ^^ Would you object to my 
begging a few for some other sick people in 
the parish? " 

'^ Not at all ; but half of them are from your 
brother," Brenda answered, with a blush. 

*^Eonald is kind, but scarcely judicious. 
Will you kindly select those you wish to present 
to Mary Weston, and I will carry them up- 
stairs." 

His manner was cold and reserved, which 
Brenda was inclined to resent, as she felt she 
deserved some thanks for her exertions. Moved 
by a sense of justice to the absent, she chose 



i 



90 A FOOL FOE HIS PAINS. 

• 

Captain Egerton's white liKes and blood-orang 
her own grapes, and the pudding, etc., in t 
basket. 

** Are these all from you ? " 

** No. Those are from your brother.'* 

"Be kind enough to put his on one si< 

Charity is too holy to '' The rest of i 

sentence was lost. " Thank you. You sh 
present them yourself; but I will carry thi 
for you. This is the way." 

He preceded hej up the rickety stairs, a 
Brenda followed, feeling, she scarcely knew wl 
like a child in disgrace. But at the sight of t 
poverty-stricken room, which looked poor, a 
mean, and dirty, in spite of Mrs. Weston's hag 
tidying during the colloquy in the passage ; t 
wasted face of the invalid, drawn with pain, a 
pinched for want of food ; the wretched bed, wi 
a worn-out shawl for a counterpane ; and t 
broken panes in the window, stuffed up wi 
mouldy paper — all other feelings were swallow 
up in infinite compassion, and she stood by t 
bedside with tears in her eyes, and a lump 
her throat. 

"Why did you not tell me of this befo 
that I might help ? '' she said reproachfully. 
" I never tell, unless I am asked.'* 
" It was not kind of you, for her sake as w 
as mine." 
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"I do not wish to thrust the needs of my 
parish down everybody's throat. Those who 
have kind hearts are sure to find their way here 
sooner or later. But I will leave you for a few 
minutes, as I have to read to the man next 
door, and I dare say you would rather be alone." 

He was right. Directly he had left, Brenda 
felt more at her ease. The girl's dim eyes 
brightened as she raised the bunch of roses to 
J^erUps. *^ God's flowers," she murmured. *'I 
l^aven't seen 'em for two year or more. They 
^^ sweet, to be sure. They were gathered with 
th.€ dew on 'em, sureZ^^.*' 

" Are you fond of flowers ? " 

"They was my trade. I was up afore the 
iawn to get 'em, as soon as the primroses came 
tfter the snow. No matter how dark the mom- 
m', or cold and cuttin', too. It gave me the 
shivers sometimes, with the nor'-easter blowin' 
itito an empty stomach ; but I liked the flowers, 
I did, though the gettin' of 'em, and the sellin' 
^f 'em, in rain or shine, gave me this cough and 
^tll bring me to my grave." 

" I hope not. When you are well and strong, 
yoii shan't go out to. pick them; I will send 
them to you from my place in the country," 
**^id Brenda, encouragingly. " See, I have 
"^^ought you something to make you better;" 
^d she displayed the contents of her basket. 
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The girl's eyes rested on these eagerly, bti 
a fit of coughing prevented her from answering 
When it was over she lay back exhausted, an 
her thoughts v^andered. " The payson saj 
there 'ull be no nor'-easter up there, but tk 
sun 'ull allers shine, and the flowers bloon 
I'm so tired o' waitin'. And feyther, he's mai 
angry, when he isn't drunk ; and mother scolds 
and the little uns cry, 'cos they want a bit 
bread; but we shall bite and come ag'in a 
there — and I'm weary for wantin' to go." He 
eyes closed, the hectic colour faded from h€ 
cheeks, and with the roses still clasped in h£ 
thin fingers, she lay as if dead. 

Lady Eavenhill watched her in awestruck 
silence. How rich in blessing seemed her ow^ 
life in comparison with the wretched existence 
of those who were always in want, and som^ 
times had sickness added to their bitter needs 
She pictured herself lying ill in her luxurioi^ 
home, with every comfort and alleviation thm 
money could bring. What a contrast it pra 
sented to this ! 

Humbled at the thought of her own im 
gratitude, she crept from the room with ai 
empty basket and a full heart ; and, after a shor 
conversation with the mother, into whose handi 
she pressed her last half-sovereign, she de- 
scended the stairs with great caution, and founc 
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Cuthbert Egerton waiting for her at the door^ 
with Konald's fading lilies lying at his feet. 

"I did not expect to see you again," she 
said, in surprise. 

*^ On second thoughts it occurred to me that 
it might alarm you to be alone in a neighbour- 
hood like this," he said gravely, as he stepped 
into the street. 

^' It was the same kind thought which brought 
your brother. Is it right to let your people 
suffer " — with a glance at the rejected offerings 
— " because you happen to be angry with hiin? " 

^^ Is it right to let them profit from charity 
offered like this ? " and he touched the basket 
of oranges with his foot. 

^'I don't see any harm in it. If his be 
wrong, so is mine." She looked up at him in 
eager justification, but with burning cheeks. 
*^ We both came to Covent Garden by different 
ways, but with the same motive. And when he 
met me on this doorstep, he gave the same 
reason as you did just now. I thought you were 
always right in everything you did or said ; but 
I can't understand you to-day." 

'' You can't understand, and I can't explain. 
But perhaps you are right," he said humbly. 
''I preach to others, and my own practice is 
often in fault." He stooped to pick up the 
flowers. " They are very sweet, and will gladden 
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the heart of Betsy Jones ; and the oranges will 
be delicious to a fevered throat. Believe me, 
Lady Kavenhill, if I am prone to judge my 
brother too harshly, it is only because he k 
dearer to me than any one else, and aflfection 
is apt to be critical." 

" I know it. He talks about you as if the 
love weren't all on your side/' she answered, 
with a cordial smile, pleased at having been 
successful in his cause. "But what have you 
done about the improvements? Are all yotix 
people to be turned out ? " 

** Not all, thanks to your husband's goo^ 
oflSces. We are to have the new street ; an^> 
in spite of vested interests, the Home OflSce, 
the Board of Works — I really forget which- 
have consented to the erection of two rows 
houses, to be let at moderate rents, in whic^3 
those who have a business connection to ke^U 
up will be able to find a lodging. The rest wi^ ^ 
have to be scattered," he said, with a sigh. 

** But you don't go with them." 

" No ; I stay behind with those that are lef"^ 
But I must not keep you." 

*^ Then good-bye. Spare us an hour or tw^ 
whenever you can ; and please tell them t 
drive to Lady Grenville's." 

The carriage drove oflF, followed by man^^ 
dirty little boys, whose radical instincts im--^ 
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pelled them to hoot, hecause it helonged to a 
swell ; and Cuthbert was left on the pavement, 
looking doubtfully at his burden. 

" Gold and alloy," he muttered. " Where 
will you find a motive that is not mixed ? Is 
it for me to judge ? " And, with that, he carried 
the hlies to Betsy Jones, and the fruit to Charhe 
Paine, whose broken leg confined him to a filthy 
bed in a loathsome alley. Surely every possible 
compensation was needed to reconcile him to 
his fate ; and the oranges were a powerful argu- 
ment in the favour of Providence. 
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CHAPTER X, 



IS SHE A SHREW? 



Long ago the Ravenhills and Trevellyans had 
exchanged calls, just at the right moment of the 
afternoon for finding everybody out ; but they 
had met in every friend's house, except each 
other's, and, consequently, the acquaintance 
v^ould have been in a fair way to merge into 
something warmer, if Brenda had not per- 
sistently declined to respond to Flora's advances. 
A multitude of engagements had prevented each 
from accepting the other's invitation, till Sir 
Philip, annoyed at a second or third refusal, toH 
his wife to drive to Grosvenor Place, and teU 
the Eavenhills to fix their own day. This sb® 
did, all the more readily because she was lotxi' 
ing to hear some news of her brother. S^^® 
thought of him by day, dreamt of him by nigki-^*» 
but not a line was allowed to pass from her *^ 
him — from him to her. It was weary wo::^'^' 
waiting for a day that never came, and her he^^ 
grew very heavy as the summer advanc^^' 
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[er husband adhered to his resolution not to 
bir a finger towards the clearing of Charlie's 
ame, as Ravenhill had chosen to stand forward 
s his champion. He never mentioned the 
abject to his wife ; but it chafed him to know 
hat she was depending on his former rival for 
11 the odds and ends of information, which were 
he solace of her life* Eestrained by an absurd 
eeling of pride, he would not go to Basil and 
ay, *^ This is my business, and not yours ; " and 
'et he was disagreeably conscious that the world 
^thin a world, which knows the secret affairs 
►f its affiliated members, wondered why he let 
Jiother man do the work which was essentially 
ds own, and thereby lay a claim to the warm 
pratitude of his wife. The gratitude of a lovely 
v^oman is a reward for which some men will 
ake no little trouble; and there were many 
^ho, to win a smile from Flora Trevellyan, 
►tizzled their brains in her brother's cause. 

The Master of Strathrowan, with his quiet 
ir of aristocratic indolence, was really one of 
he most active on Tremayne's side. He did 
ood service by eliciting a confidence from the 
atekeeper, who had overheard the conversation 
'hich took place between Charlie and Balfour, 
txier the archway into Downing Street, on the 
^y of the fog. Under great pressure from the 
Caster, he undertook to bring forward this valu- 
Vol. iu. h 
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able piece of evidence when it was called fon 
Godfrey Vivian, a devoted admirer of all prettjr 
women, besides Mrs. de Vaudeville, hamited 
most of the hairdressers' shops in London, in 
the endeavour to identify the man who changed . 
the notes, and who possibly might have bought 
his redundant red whiskers for the purpose of 
disguise. Having been led astray by many 
false scents, he found that he might have spared^ 
himself the trouble; ^for Lord Bavenhill had 
discovered the wig-maker who had sold a pair 
of red whiskers to a black-haured man, early in 
January. He had taken him in a four-wheeler 
to St. Pancras' Church, on the day of Miss^ 
Ward's wedding, and Bryant, the wig-maker h 
question, had pointed out the bridegroom as the 
purchaser. He knew him in a moment by the 
white lock at the top of his head, which had 
attracted his attention in the first instance when 
the whiskers were tried on — ^under the excuS^ 
of private theatricals — and which was plainly 
visible as Balfour stood in his place, in the frorx* 
of the whole congregation, before the altar. X^ 
was a strange caprice of the fate which pursue ^ 
him to cause another link in the chain C^ 
evidence to be forged against him, at tlr^^ 
moment that he was uttering his marria^ 
vows. In every blessing he was doomed to fin. ^ 
a curse I 
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Encouraged by Ms success, Lord Eavenhill 
went to Jermyn Street to interrogate Mrs. 
liloyd. He had an inward conviction that her 
evidence was open to suspicion, partly on 
account of the copious tears she had shed, 
principally because it was contradicted by Mary 
Aim, who was not likely to have an unworthy 
motive for the contradiction ; but on arriving 
at her door, he was told that Mrs. Lloyd had 
gone into the country, in faiUng health, and had 
left the house in her sister's hands. 

** "When is she likely to return ? " 

" Pretty sure to be 'ome, missus says, by the 
end of the month," answered the maid. 

" Is your name Mary Ann ? " inquired Lord 
Ravenhill, with a smile. 

" No, sir ; Jemima Priggins." 

He slipped haK a crown into her hand, and 
went home to find Lady Trevellyan's carriage at 
the door. Letting himself in with his latch- 
key, he hurried upstairs to the drawing-room, 
where Flora was sitting alone, with a photograph- 
book on her knee. 

" Where's Brenda ? " he said, looking quickly 
roimd the room, as he shook hands. 

"Coming directly; but she is engaged with 
her dressmaker, and I have begged her not to 
httrry. Have you any news ? " — ^the usual ques-; 
tion. 
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"Yes; good news." He closed the door, 
and, taking a chair beside her, proceeded to tell 
all that he had just gathered from the Master of 
Strathrowan. 

Flora's eyes glowed and her cheeks flushed. 
" This is news indeed, for it proves that he was 
innocent from the very first. Thank God I" 
and she clasped her hands, unable to say more 
at the moment. 

** Don't be too sanguine ; the disappointment 
would be so fearfcd." 

" But we can't be disappointed now." 

" Yes, we can, excuse me. First, we have 
to prove the motive for his silence to make the 
story credible ; and, secondly, there is the charge 
of compHcity, which it will be almost impossible 
to refate." 

"What can be his motive?'* She looked 
up with bewildered speculation in her eyes. 

" Heaven knows ! I am going down to- 
morrow." 

"You are!" — ^there was a catch in her 
breath. " I would give anything on earth to go 
with you 1 " 

"How do you do, Lady TreveUyan?" and 
Brenda walked into the room, with an expres- 
sion on her pale fcice which it would be hard to 
define. 

The door being ajar in the back drawing- 
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room, she had come in miperceived, and just in 
time to overhear Lady Trevellyan's last remark. 
No wonder that her manner was cold and resent- 
fal, even when she tendered her apologies for 
the delay in her appearance. 

The conversation turned into indifferent 
channels ; the various events of the season were 
discussed, with interest, although the minds of 
the two women and the one man, who formed 
the trio, were bent on something far more en- 
grossing than the topics which employed their 
tongues. Lord EavenhiU was fully aware of his 
wife's resentment, but at a loss to account for 
it ; unless she were absurd enough to object to 
his entertaining a lady visitor in his own house 
during her involuntary absence, which would 
certainly be childish and ridiculous. It made 
him uneasy, and deprived him of all enjoyment 
in the society of Flora Trevellyan. With a 
man's dislike of a scene, he almost wished she 
would go, and yet dreaded the mauvais quart 
d^heure^ which might ensue for him on her 
departure. What had come to Brenda to make 
her so unreasonable of late ? 

"Have you taken tickets for the Austrian 
iete?" she asked, not because she wished to 
inow, but simply for the sake of something to 

say. 

"No, not yet. To tell the truth," said 
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Flora, with a smile, "I don't think I quite 
approve of it, in spite of Prince Niederlohe^s 
warm recommendations." 

" Niederloho left Brenda no peace until she 
had promised to go; but I should not be sur- 
prised if she changed her mind at the last 
minute." 

"I shaU do nothing of the kind. I have 
promised to be there, and I mean to keep my 
word." 

" Of course the object is good," said Flora, 
with her usual tact. " Nothing could be more 
pitiable than the position of the poor creatures 
who have been turned out of their homes by the 
earthquake. M. de Zinsky nearly made me cry 
with an account of their sufferings ; he was so 
terribly pathetic." 

" Victor knows how to work on other people's 
emotions, because he feels everything so des- 
perately himself. He is a splendid character, 
ruined by his own perverted opinions, and 
capable of the noblest devotion, but always in 
a wrong cause." 

"Not, surely, when he spoke so eloquently in 
defence of the Jews," Brenda suggested, not for 
love of De Zinsky, whom she scarcely knew, but 
from a strong inclination to disagree with every- 
thing that was said. 

"iSTo; for once he was on the right side. 
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IBut in his craze for anything and everybody that 
is proscribed and, as he thinks, oppressed, he 
links himseK with Sooiahsts of the worst descrip- 
■tion. He is the kindest-hearted fellow alive; 
but whilst he would contemn with horror the 
vivisection of a rabbit for the advancement of 
science, he is hand and glove with the Nihilists, 
who are actually, if not professedly, a breed of 
assassins." 

" I remember how he talked about them to 
me at Eome. I longed for a man to support my 
side, for I am afraid I generally left him the 
best of the argument." 

" Scarcely likely ; " and Lord Eavenhill 
smiled, as he pictured the probable scene be- 
Irween them. '* Women have no logic, it is true ; 
but they have a way of proving their point 
without it." 

" There is no logic like the logic of facts," 
said his wife, sententiously ; " and there are so 
many to go upon in an argimient against the 
NiMlists, that I should have thought you would 
bave closed his mouth at once." 

"Not so easy, Lady Eavenhill, when a 
3tream of eloquence is flowiug ; " and Flora, 
with a smile, rose from her seat. **But if you 
will promise to start the topic with M. de Zinsky 
at the Austrian fete, I will come on purpose to 
Listen to you." 
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** Thank you; if you failed, I should not 
have the shghtest chance of success." The 
courtesy of the speech was spoilt by the bitter- 
ness of her tone, and Flora could not help 
wondering why there was no possibility of 
friendship between herseK and Lord Eavenhill's 
wife, if she were ready to forget the past, and 
Brenda did not know of it. 

" You might succeed in this line, and Lady 
Trevellyan in another," said Basil, stooping to 
conciliation. " Try your powers on De Zinsky, 
and leave the verdict to us." 

The "us" grated on her ears. "No; I 
will rely on something else than my poKtics 
when I wish to make a sensation," she said, 
with a slight toss of her head ; " and I will try 
my poor little powers on a man who has not 
been already subjugated by Lady Trevellyan's 
charms." 

" My charms, dear Lady Eavenhill, if not 
utterly mythical, are certainly things of the 
past ; " and Flora smiled, with the wistful smile 
that lent a peculiar grace to her beauty and a 
flat contradiction to her words. " But you 
have not told me yet which day it will be safe 
to fix for our little affair, in order to make sure 
of your coming." 

After some discussion, a date was settled 



. IS SHE A SHREW? 105- 

somewhere about the beginning of the next 
month, and Lady Trevellyan departed, with the 
inward conviction that Lord Bavenhill had 
married a shrew* 



106 A FOOL FOB mS PAINS. 



CHAPTEE XI. 



GUINEYEBE. 



From this day the breach between Brenda 
her husband widened perceptibly ; it was evi 
in every small detail of their life. She 
deeply conscious of it, and even deplored it 
bitter tears ; whilst by look, and word, and ( 
she did her best to increase it. Lord Rav€ 
watched her silently, taking no one int< 
confidence, as was only right and natural, 
yet longing for some one to tell him the m< 
of his wife's behaviour. It continued to 
mystery to him, puzzle over it as he might i 
and day. Sometimes he would look appeal 
at Lady Grenville ; but she had not the coi 
to answer anything but a question in w 
feeling that to interfere between husband 
wife was in general only to add a third par 
the strife. The heart of man is a str 
anomaly. There are some, indeed, which 
with the regulation tick of a fiffcy-pounc 
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>eater ; whilst others go slowly when the regn- 
ator ought naturally to be turned to "fast," 
Jid gallop when it points to " slow." 

It was thus with Basil. When first married 
o a pretty wife, whose love for himseK almost 
amounted to the foUy of adoration, his heart had 
emained provokingly cold ; in fact, it was only 
iffcer a severe struggle and with the utmost 
effort of his wiU that he could keep it in his 
)wn possession, and not give it back to one who 
lad no right to claim it ; but now that Breinda's 
nfatuation had changed into apparent indif- 
Brenoe, with a perversity that surprised himself, 
md was utterly unknown to her, his own in- 
lifference gradually developed into something 
warmer. Looking at her with admiring eyes, he 
)ften longed for the kisses which he had once 
efk, like ungathered flowers, because he had not 
Jared to take what her pretty lips would have 
)eeii so glad to give ; now he scarcely liked to 
ttk for them, lest they should be refused, or, 
Jtall worse, granted grudgingly. There is nothing 
3iat enhances the value of a possession so much 
^ the possibility of loss ; and it was the fear 
3iat her affection was slipping from him that 
iiade him so suddenly anxious to retain it. 

He was perfectly conscious of the openly 
avowed devotion of his cousin, Bertram Fitz- 
lerbert ; of the hardly less open admiration of 
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the Austrian attache; of the mutual liking which 
existed between his wife and Eonald Egerton. 
The first was a good-hearted boy, the second 
was a mere butterfly, the third was his friend. 
He saw no danger, aiid he was too proud to 
interfere. He preferred to stand aside and 
watch, outwardly cold and reserved, inwardly 
consumed with the smouldering embers of re- 
sentment. Time after time he told himseK that 
all her faults came from youth, thoughtlessness, 
and inexperience ; another year, and she wonld 
settle down with the quiet dignity which used 
to be considered the proper attribute of a married 
woman. In modem days it was less in vogue; 
but he hoped to see it revived in his wife. B 
aU this he did not judge her with the harshness 
that Lady Grenville had prophesied; for, althongh 
Flora Tremayne had destroyed his faith in 
woman. Flora Trevellyan had reconciled him to 
her sex. 

One look in her face had been sufficient to 
prove that faithlessness was as impossible to her 
as darkness to the sun, ergo the rest of women 
were worthy of his trust. A weaker man than 
himself would have utterly succumbed to the 
irresistible charm of her beauty, doubly enhanced 
as it was by the pathos of her sorrows; and 
even he, with all his strength of principle, at- 
tacked by the insidious temptations of memoiyj 
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as well as by the actual attractions of the present, 
had found it almost impossible to act and to feel 
up to his own rigid standard of honour. 

It was hard when the victory was won, a 
victory which seemed for a while to rob his life 
of all its sweetness, to find his domestic enjoy- 
ment spoilt by the coldness and levity of his 
mfe. He bore it without a word ; but his 
patience was not the result of weakness ; and 
when the necessity for speech arose, he spoke. 
It was through a woman's jealousy that he first 
learnt that society had been amusing itseK at 
the expense of himseK and Brenda. 

The Trevellyans' party came off with all the 
klat that beauty, fashion, taste, and money 
could give it. Every one was there who was 
needed for any one's else enjoyment, and eyes 
that had been dim with hoped deferred, sparkled 
mth the promise of fruition. Those who had 
hm parted by hard-hearted mammas, met by 
Flora's kindly management either amongst a 
bower of roses or behind the shade of convenient 
lace draperies. She had a vivid sympathy for 
^appy lovers, and " detrimentals " who were 
Customed to the cold shoulder and an outside 
place in their homes, received a warm welcome 
from Lady Trevellyan to the innermost circle 
of honour, and voted her house an elysium. 
It was a paradise for those who loved "not 



110 A FOOL FOB HIS PAINS. 

wisely," from a financial point of view, but so 
infinitely well ; for prudence was never a great 
ally of Flora's, and when she once sacrificed all 
for its sake, it repaid her so badly that it was 
more out of favour than ever. Therefore she 
smiled on younger sons, whispered hope to the 
impecunious, and turned her graceful shoulders 
when she was wanted to look another way* 
Parties are as plentiful in the season as swallows 
in Algiers, and their repetition becomes mono- 
tonous ; but some notice must be taken of the 
Trevellyans' " at home," because of a conversa- 
tion which took place between Mrs. Muncaster 
and all who chose to listen to her. 

Godfrey Vivian was there, apparently fastened 
by diamond cement at the side of Mrs. de Vaude- 
ville, who threw many glances at others over her 
large red face, whilst she talked to the yoxmg 
attacTie. The Master of Strathrowan whispered 
soft nothings to his hostess whenever she had 
time to heed them ; and Lionel Westmacott, now 
on his way from Constantinople to Washington, 
told his last best story to a small audience 
gathered in a comer. Peere Sylvester was 
making a small amount of hay, whilst Miss 
Dynevor, his temporary sun, looked out from 
the clouds which usually surrounded her pale 
face. And Eonald Bgerton had found his way 
to the sofa where Lady Eavenhill was sitting; 
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like a very audacious Bulbul to somebody else's 
rose. Sir Philip hovered here and there, with a 
special smile aud a pleasant word for every pretty 
woman who met his eye ; but for a certain lady 
in white, with heliotrope trimmings, Mrs. Mun- 
caster noticed, he had half a dozen words, and 
at least a double proportion of tender glances. 
At first Lady Trevellyan had been the object of 
her disHke; but satisfied that she had no wish 
to exert her undoubted charms for the recapture 
of her own conquests, she turned all the venom 
of her hatred on Brenda, who was looking most 
prorvokingly pretty, as she bent over the bouquet 
of roses and heliotrope, which Eonald had given 
her to.match her dress. In spite of her eager 
protestations to the contrary. Lady Kavenhill, 
at war with herself and all her nobler aspirations, 
had proved the trath of Lady Grenville's warn- 
ing, and was no longer above the weakness of 
dressing to suit another taste than her hus- 
band's. Loving him stiU with all the strength 
of her foolish heart, she seemed madly bent on 
doing everything she could to annoy him ; and 
the Mend who loved her like a younger sister, 
watched her with pity and dismay. Would the; 
fi.t of weakness last long enough to ruin her life, 
or would it end soon in a burst of tears and a 
passionate cry for forgiveness? This was ar 
question that Lady GrenviQe asked, herself day 
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after day ; but no answer came, and the evil that 
she dreaded rather increased than diminished. 

" Dear Lady Trevellyan, do spare one minute 
to poor me/' said Mrs. Muncaster, entreatrogly, 
as Flora was passing with Lord Bavenhill by her 
side. "I have a charming project in view, and I 
want to ask your advice." 

" If it can be of any use I am sure it is at 
your service ; " and she stopped with a courteoiis 
smile. 

" Sit down, or I shall have to shout, and I 
don't want to proclaim it from a housetop ; " and 
Mrs. Muncaster moved aside her dress of gorgeous 
fabric. 

Flora sat down with some reluctance. Sh^ 
dishked the " ci-devanthe&xity,^^ and had no higli' 
idea of her discretion ; but she endured her foir 
her husband's sake, as he seemed to enjoy her 
conversation, as much as when he first praised 
it at Lady Flutterly's. Basil leant against the 
painted wall close by. 

"And what is your project?" she asked, as 
she Unfolded her face. 

**Only this — ^to represent, under the guise 
of innocent tableaux-vivantSy an illustrative 
gallery of the principal events of the season. 
Some of them should be so beautifully painted 
that the lookers-on would be obKged to clap, for 
fear lest some one should see the personal appK- 
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cation. Don't you think it would be the greatest 
fun possible ? " Her black eyes danced in 
maUoious anticipation, as she looked round to 
make sure that Lord Eavenhill was within ear- 
shot. 

*' It sounds rather dangerous. People may 
do many things in private which it would be un- 
pleasant to see depicted on a public stage.'' 

" Of course it would be unpleasant ; but that 
is the spice of the pudding. It would be delicious 
to see them writhing in agony, whUst struggling 
in vain to keep up an amiable smile. I think it 
would be the death of me ! " and she laughed^ 
with the mischievous glee of a child of seven. 
** Paris and Helen would do for that youthful 
prodigy of wickedness, who ran away with a 
woman who wasn't worth her railway fare. 
Iphigenia might suit poor Lottie Verner, who 
was certainly sacrificed on the altar of the god of 
Mammon when she married old Marchmont's 
money-bags." 

" My ideas on the subject are very vague ; 
but I don't think Mammon has anything to do 
with the fate of the real Iphigenia." 

"Oh, never mind; she was sacrificed to 
please her father, and that's quite enough to suit 
my purpose. Then there's young Yivian as 
Orpheus, trying in vain to win his Eurydice back 
from the Hades of the stage ; and, coming nearer 

VOL. III. 1 
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home " — in a loud whisper — " we have Launoelot 
and Guinevere before our eyes" — and she cast 
a significant glance at the opposite sofa — ** and 
Arthur, feeUng rather out of the hunt, poor 
fellow, reoUning in gloomy grandeur against the 
waU/' 

**It won't do, Mrs. Muncaster," said Lord 
Eavenhill, stepping forward. *' Brenda and I 
are too near the beginning of our matrimonial 
career to begin ^ a madness of farewells ' just yet. 
A lady of experience, hke yourself, would make a 
better Guinevere, and Munoaster, being so ofteB- 
absent, would leave more room for " 

** Now don't. Lord Eavenhill ; if you take all 
my nonsense au grand serieux, I shall be afraid 
of opening my lips," she said with a pout, bi^^ 
her colour rose underneath her rouge. 

" Au grand serieux, Mrs. Muncaster ; ho'^ 
could I ? " and he constrained his lips and eye? 
to laugh, as he looked down into her piquan^ 
face. 

*' I don't know " — she shrugged her shoulder 
with a smile of happy innocence. " But if yo^ 
had been Arthur," she added slowly, ''Tennyson 
would have had to make his Guinevere mad." 

" I always thought she was," said Flor* 
drily. 

** You mean to say that she would never hav 
taken me ? " and Lord Eavenhill raised his ey€^ 
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brows. Secretly chafing, he seemed unusually 
urbane ; but he hated the pretty little coquette 
"with a fierce hatred that surprised himself. 

" No, Lord Bavenhill " — with an expressive 
glance ; ** but having taken, she would not have 
given Launcelot so much as the tip of a finger/' 

" You can say so — a sworn butterfly warranted 
to roam, to hover, and distract, so long as men 
have eyes, and wings have the power to 
flutter!" 

" Wings must flutter if no resting-place is to 
be found," she said pathetically. 

" Won't Muncaster's broad back be suflScient 
for the purpose ? " 

" Muncaster ? " — in infinite contempt. ^' He 
would give me the finest horse in his stable, 
and think I was the happiest woman in the 
world." 

**A good horse is not to be despised," said 
Flora, rising. " Quicksilver is one of the greatest 
blessings of my life." 

" But you haven't given me a word of 
advice." 

*' No ; because you don't need it. If your 
proposition had been serious, you would have 
been in the position of that mythical person who 
lived in a glass house, and began to throw 
stones." With a glance of laughing reproof, she 
moved away. 
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The Master of Strathrowan came up to Basil, 
and drew him on one side. ** The proof you 
wanted is found," he said in a low voice, **and 
here is the man who can tell you all about it ; " 
and he touched Lionel Westmacott on the arm. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 



NO FOLLOWERS ALLOWED. 



on't go away just yet," said Lord Eavenhill, 

le led the way into the library in' the small 

rs of the morning. 

^*It is so late," objected Brenda, with a 

►thered yawn, " and Philips wiU be waiting." 

^* Let her wait;" and he closed the door 

ind her. 

His manner was stem, his face clouded, and 

tone so cold that it made her shiver. She 

Lt against the table, her heart beating fast. 

suppressed all sign of emotion, but his face 

deadly pale, and his voice somewhat hoarse 
le began again. *' For several months I have 
wed you to do exactly as you liked, and 
3n you the fullest liberty as to all your 
ons. You can scarcelj'- complain, I think, of 

want of patience on my part ? " He waited 
her to speak. 
' No ; you have gone your way, and I have 
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gone mine," she said slowly, thinking how swe^^ 
it would have been if the divided paths had bee:*^ 
but one road. 

** Yes ; because it was your wish that «-t 
should be so ; and for that reason only." 

She shook her head. 

" Yes, Brenda," he insisted, *' The wish wat-^s 
yours, not mine. Finding that you did nc^^t 
appreciate my society, I did not care to press ^Elt 
on you. Eemember, I am not reproaching yo ^ 
for this ; but I do think you might have bee 
a little more careful of your dignity as well 
mine. 

She raised her head, with burning cheeks. 

** I have seen what was going on, of course 
but I did not wish to interfere, so long as I coul' 
hope that your own discretion would induce 
to stop it." 

** Basil, what do you mean ? " she askec^^ 
breathlessly, with a scared look in her eyes. 

" Surely you must guess. It is patent 
every one, as I found to-night." 

" Do you mean to say that any one dares to 
say that I am not discreet ? " Her eyes flashed 
fire. 

** I am sorry to say they do." 

"Basil!" 

The word rang out like a cry of pain. In an 
instant she was Br en da Havergel again, justifying 
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lierself indignantly against the prophesy ol 
fooHsh, light behaviour after marriage. Her 
hoad drooped in sudden contritioD. Lady G-ren- 
VT.lle had known her better than she knew her- 
self. 

" Who said so ? " she asked, after a pause. 

" That odious little woman, Mrs. Munoaster; 
at least, she impUed it by coupling your name in 
an offensive manner with Ronald Egerton's." 

" CaptaiQ Egerton ! Didn't you shut her 
up ? " The forcible school-boyish expression 
slipped out unawares. 

" No ; my blood was boiUng, you may be 
siixe ; but I had to be civil in order to disarm 
tex." 

" Why, who cares what she does or thinks ? 
If she had ventured to say ooe word against you, 
I ^ould have thrown it back with contempt in 
h-er face, no matter who was listening ! " 

He looked down on the ground, resting his 
h^ead on his hand. " I couldn't," he said 
grently. 

" Why not ? " 

** Because I felt that she had something to go 

" You f " — ^with a gasp, and a sudden whiten- 
g of her lips. 

He frowned, more with pain than anger. 
Tes, Brenda, I felt it. You have been 
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foolish and imprudent — ^nothing more ; but of 
course society will talk, if you let Egerton dangle 
about you every day of your life." 

^'And Bertie, too, and Prince Niederlobe; 
pray don't let all the blame fall on Captain Eger- 
ton,'' she said bitterly, her anger rising as she 
remembered how the friendship of the latter 
had been thrust, upon her, whether she would 
or no. 

" Why did you let them ? " 

** Because I saw other women doing the 
same thing." 

'^ Is that any excuse ? " 

'' Certainly. If I see the immaculate Lady 
Trevellyan, with half the Foreign Office at her 
feet, and you yourself" — her bosom heaved— 
*' always at her beck and call " 

"Brenda, you forget yourself," said Lord 
Eavenhill, sternly. 

" No, I don't. I remember myself, and all 
that I have suffered but too weU. She may do 
anything ; whilst I am to blame for everything, 
whether it is your fault or mine." 

** That is absurd. How could it be my 
fault ? " 

'^ It is yours, and yours alone. You asked 
us to be friends, and then, when I have grown 
to" — he watched her with dilated eyes — "to 
like him " — she looked him straight in the face 
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-" to like him very, very nnicli, you coolly ask 
18 — that is to say, I suppose you mean that — ^to 
ive him up. I can't do that — he amuses me 
lore than any one else ; and I shall be horribly 
.nU if he never drops in on wet afternoons, or 
vhen there is nothing going on." 

" It is dangerous to turn a full-grown man of 
lesh and blood into a plaything." 

" Not when the position suits him as well as 
le." She buried her face in her bouquet, and 
1 ought how sorry the donor would be to see how 
ciickly the heliotrope had faded. 

Lord EavenhiU studied her as if she had 
9en a puzzle. He could see by her manner that 
lere was no danger for her ; but looking at her 
5 she stood before him, with the light from the 
landelier falling full on her sunny-brown hair, 
id soft fair neck, as she bent over her flowers, 
- aU the glories of her jewel-studded ball-dress, 
^ thought that there must be a risk for his 
tend, and he sighed. 

"What do you want me to do? Not to 
rtid him the house ? " she added quickly, as he 
^sitated. 

" No ; only to let there be some limit to his 
aits. No man should be allowed to drop in 
ienever he likes." 

" It was yourself who proposed it." 

" Did I? Then I was to blame in the first 
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instance." Still anxious to spare his wife as 
much as possible, he suggested that if she found 
it diflSoult to manage it, he might give a hint to 
Egerton. 

" Not for the world ! " she exclaimed, with 
burning cheeks. ^* I should die if he thought 
that anything had been said about it." 

^'Perhaps you are right. In this case, cer- 
tainly, least said, soonest mended." 

** And Bertie, is he to be banished, too ? Th© 
house will be very lively." 

" No ; he is only a boy, and as my neaJC 
relation he can be useful as an escort." 

Her lip curled. *^ And the Prince ? " 

*^ Surely you can keep a man like that at ^ 
distance ? " he said, with some irritation. 

'^ Certainly. I can turn two cold shoulders oT^ 
him instead of one ; and he will care about a*^ 
much as I shall. But I must warn you as fc^ 
Captain Egerton, that I may seem to disobe;^' 
you when I don't mean to. It must be don ^ 
very gradually, for if he suspected anything, ^ 
should never be able to look him in the fao^ 
again. 

*^ Of course you will use your own discretion 
— a quality which she was supposed to have los^ 

*' Having had my orders, I should like to ^^ 
to bed " — with a weary yawn — *^ or it will soo^ 
be time for breakfast." 
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He went to the door, and opened it without a 
rord. 

She passed out with a slight bend of her head, 
IS if he had been a stranger. 

And all the way upstairs she said to herself, 
aer fit of penitence gone Hke last winter's snow, 
'He may follow Flora Trevellyan about like a 
log, but Eonald Egerton's frank friendship is to 
»e taken from his wife ! Oh, the injustice of 
lan!" 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

**HOW LONG? '* 

For the next few days she was really unhappy. 
Her life seemed to be more difficult with every 
week that passed. It was galling to her pride 
to come back from a party, or a drive in the 
Row, where she had done her best, at the cost 
of her own pleasure, to avoid a friendly chat as 
of yore with Captain Egerton, and find a letter, 
in her husband's handwriting, lying on the hall 
table, directed to Lady TreveUyan. She might 
have guessed that he wrote more often in order 
that he might not be obliged to seek an inter- 
view ; but jealousy is the direct enemy of com- 
mon sense, which always retires when the other 
comes on the field, so she was not able to 
soothe herself with this consoling thought. 
Lord Ravenhill had told her frankly, in tb© 
first instance, that he meant to use his utmos* 
energies for the clearing of Tremayne's name > 
but knowing, as she thought she knew, tha»* 
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3 ohampionsliip, whicli ought naturally to have 
volved upon Sir Philip, was only undertaken 
r Lady Trevellyan's sake, any reference to the 
ihappy prisoner was sufficient to rouse her 
iger. Therefore the subject was never men- 
Dned between them; and, in consequence of 
3r unreasonableness, she was free to torture 
erself with all sorts of wrong fancies whenever 
le saw her husband engaged in earnest conver- 
ition or frequent correspondence with Flora. 

She was completely in the dark as to the 
iquiries he had set on foot, and had no idea 
lat he was -seriously in hopes of proving the 
onvict's innocence. If it had not been for her 
nfortunate jealousy, she would have sympa- 
tiized heartily in her husband's exertions, and 
een moved to the utmost compassion by 
'harUe's misfortunes. Instead of sharing in all 
is alternate hopes and fears, she held coldly 
loof, refusing to ask for the confidence which 
6 was too proud to offer. In the miseries of 
liis world, pride and jealousy are the two Inost 
owerful factors, and those twin friends had 
leir home in the Eavenhill household. 

Basil, meanwhile, was much absorbed by his 
irsuit after evidence. When he went into 
'ciety with his wife, he saw that she was 
^ous to obey his injunctions, in spite of the 
flficulties which arose from constant contact 
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with the man whom she was told to avoid, so 
his mind was at rest on the score of the gossip 
of the world. He recognized the difficulty of 
the situation, and made all due allowances 
when her resolution seemed to fail. To look 
at Eonald's frank face was enough to show that 
it was impossible to regard him with suspicion 
as a dangerous beast of prey in an innocent 
woollen hide, therefore precautions might seem 
tiresome and useless to Brenda, when her oto 
heart told her that danger there was none. 

Considering his disposition, he was wonder- 
fully patient ; but his patience might not have 
been so exemplary if he had not had Flora 
Trevellyan's brother to occupy his mind. When 
he went down to Dartmoor, according to promise, 
he found Charlie Tremayne, or Number 382, as he 
was called in the prison, looking so terribly wasted 
and wan in his hideous garb of yellow and grey, 
that he felt there was no time to be lost if he 
wished to clear his name before he died. There 
was a certain coldness in his manner, for which- 
Basil was at a loss to account ; and he utterly 
refused to charge him with any message to bi^ 
sister, which surprised him not a little. 

It was in vain that Lord Eavenhill, as w©^ 
as he could through the gratings which separate ^ 
them in the visitor's room, enlarged upon Flora ^ ^ 
intense love and sympathy. CharHe immediately 
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shnt up, like a half-opened oyster, though the 
tears came into his eyes, and his cheeks grew, 
if possible, paler than they were before. He 
would not be comforted by any tantaHzing hope 
of release, and shook his poor shaven head 
irritably, saying, *^What good would a ticket- 
of-leave be to me ? Once branded, I can never 
show my face to the world." 

**But," urged Basil, intent upon rousing him 
from his despair, which he feared might prove 
fatal to his health, " I was not talking of a mere 
ticket-of-leave, but of release, consequent on 
acquittal. If we succeed in that, you will be 
a hero, not a convict." 

"I teU you that it is impossible," he said 
hoarsely, with a frown of excessive pain ; and 
Lord Eavenhill forbore to press him further. 

The letters — ^the letters kept ringing in poor 
Charlie's dazed mind, but how could he ask 
Basil after them ? Impossible ! He looked at 
iim wistfully, longing to know the truth, and 
^e look was returned with interest, for Eaven- 
tm would have given half his fortune to know 
'iie secret of his strange silence as to the actual 
oarger of the cheque. Nothing was to be done 
Xi either side. The hps of one were sealed by 
^^nt of knowledge, of the other by honour. 
'^ When he was back in his cell, CharUe turned 

face to the single pane of glass which formed 
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his window. The sun was slowly setting over 
the distant hills. Hope, wounded on earth, had 
fled with eager wings to heaven. 

^* How long ? " he murmured, with the wild, 
weary, longing of the captive for the land where 
aU are free. ** God ! how much longer till 

I die ? " 

* * * m 

Lord Kavenhill returned to town with a heavy 
heart. A sudden fear had come over him lest 
success, if it came at all, would come too late. 
He thought of Flora's agonizing disappointment 
if her brother died with the soil of a felon's 
shame upon his name, and he pressed on his 
inquiries with feverish impatience. Lionel 
Westmacott turned up at the right moment to 
prove that the ten pounds were a loan given 
on a sudden emergency ; for he met Charlie 
Tremayne, after he had parted from Balfour, b5 
the cloak-room at Victoria Station, when he wfit^ 
on his way to join Lord Kavenhill on the plai>' 
form, and he told him that he had just bee:^ 
obliged to borrow some money from a friend 
as he found that he had left all his cash in th ^ 
pockets of his other trousers. Moreover, Mt^ 
Westmacott, on coming out, noticed Captain 
Balfour, whom he knew by sight, in the act c^ 
getting into a cab. The collar of his ulster wa^ - 
turned up, and his hat drawn down over hL^ 
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eyes, but he could swear to him nevertheless. 
This was a most important piece of evidence, 
and the hopes of Charlie's supporters went up 
with a bound. Mr. Goodeve condescended to 
go down to Bedford to see if he could make 
anything out of Captain Whittaker and his little 
bill; whilst Lord BavenhiU made another but 
fruitless attempt in Jermyn Street. Mrs. Lloyd, 
however, was expected to return before the 
middle of the next day, so he promised to pay 
her a visit late that afternoon ; but on reaching 
his club, he found a telegram, which had just 
arrived, from the governor of Dartmoor, to say 
that if he wished to see convict 382 alive, he 
must come at once. 

He sprang into a hansom, and drove at once 
to the Trevellyans. They were dining some- 
where in the country, but neither the maid nor 
the butler knew in which direction. He wrote 
a letter, to be delivered into Lady Trevellyan's 
hands directly she returned, and then drove to 
Biyanstone Square. He left Lady Jemima 
"bringing her hands in the greatest distress, aa 
^ CharKe had been the apple of her eye ; and 
then hurried to Paddington Station, whence he 
^^iit a telegram to Brenda. 

** An urgent caU to Dartmoor. Afraid I may 
^ot be back in time to take you to-morrow. Do 
^^t be uneasy, if I am detained." 
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It was absolutely necessary that some om 
should be present at Tremayne's death-bed, 
only for the sake of the chance that he migh. — t 
be induced to disclose his fatal secret at th 
last ; and, if Flora must be absent, it was bette 
that the Mend who had tried so much for hi 
sake should be there than any one else. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

"was it for me ?" 

. DAT before the summons to Dartmoor, Flora 
as lying on the sofa in her private sitting- 
)om, with a letter in her hand, when Sir Philip 
Btme in. 

"Any better?" 

" No. My head aches frightfully." 

" I was in hopes that you were all right, for 
rinseppe has just told me that the carriage is 
oming round." 

" Yes, so it is ; for I have had a note from 
Ir. Goodeve, requesting me to come to Lincoln's 
nn at my earliest convenience, as he has a 
acket of letters which he is anxious to place 
1 my hands. He says he would have written 
efore, if he had not been HI." 

** Let him wait, then. It can't be very press- 
ng, if he didn't disturb himself from what was 
probably only a fit of the gout. I don't see why 
ron should run after him when you are really 
)ad." 
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**Yes; but — I have an idea." The colotit \^ 
rose in her cheeks, as she felt herself on the \\ 
edge of a forbidden subject. 

Her husband gave her a scrutinizing glance* 
*^ You generally have. Be so good as t:> o 
explain." 

" I think it must have something to do wit— ^^ 
some letters Charlie spoke of. They can't l^cD^ 
mine, for I never wrote any which deserved t^^^ 
be kept." 

He smiled, thinking of a packet which hj^^^ 
had fondly preserved when his love was at it^^^ 
zenith. It was in a small drawer upstairs ^^^^ ' 
perhaps he would look at it, when he had tim^^^* 
'' If they were his, there would be no hurry." 

*' Oh yes, there is ; " and she raised her 
as if intending to get up, only the pain was s< 
great that she stopped to put her hand to hei^^^ 
forehead to still its throbbings. 

** Nonsense! Lie still; if any one goes, 
wiU." 

She looked up in surprise. " But that woul( 
bore you." 

" Not much ; and, if it does, I can support its^ 
for once in my life. Won't you have some scent, ^e. ^? 
or sal volatile, to do you good ? " 

'* I have some eau-de-Cologne." She 
stretched her hand after it wearily; but he 
stepped forward, poured a quantity on his own 
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handkeroliief, and laid it gently across her broad 
brow. Her eyes closed involuntarily, but her 
lips smiled sweetly in answer to his attentions. 
He looked down on her with a softening ex- 
pression on his face. He had been cold to her 
ever since that day in Kome, when, she told him 
"that Lord Kavenhill was going to take the duty, 
"which was really her husband's duty, on his own 
shoulders. But how was it possible to hold out 
:f6r ever against a woman whose beauty appealed 
"to him with such irresistible power ? Sir PhiKp's 
^was a love which could only be won by the eye. 
Hf Flora had been plain, she would have been 
meglected to the end of the chapter. With a 
Blight smile of amusement at himself, he stooped 
to kiss her, then quietly left the room. 

As the brougham was waiting, he made use 
of it, although he greatly preferred a hansom, 
unless accompanied by his wife. He thought ot 
lier with unusual tenderness on the way. Taking 
lier all round, as he might have discussed his 
■fclioroughbreds, she was a splendid creature, 
titterly free from vice ; and her faults, if she had 
any, only made her more lovable as they took 
from the frigidity of perfection. He knew that 
lie did not deserve to have such a wife ; but, if 
lie didn't, he was truly thankful that she had 
xiot married the only man who did — and that 
^as EavenhiU. If she had been Raven's wife. 
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instead of the pretty Kttle thing who now bore 
his name, he knew that he would have hankered 
after her all his life. Sir Philip, who had known 
the realization of most of his hopes, thought 
that to hanker without success would be B>'^ 
unenviable position, which would not suit hixix 
at all. 

Thinking thus, he arrived at New Squju*® 
before he expected it. After a short interview "^ 
with the solicitor, who seemed disappointed ^^^ 
seeing him instead of his wife, and at first r^-^" 
fused to give up the packet, he drove houL ^> 
studying the letters on the way. They we:::^® 
not calculated to give him much pleasure ^» 
and he reached Queen Anne's Gate in a vei^:^ 
different frame of mind to that in which he h 
left it. 

Entering his wife's boudoir, he took up hr::^^^ 
position on the hearthrug without a wor 
Frowning desperately, he plunged his han 
into his trouser pockets, and stared intently 
the carpet. 

Flora watched him anxiously. She had rarel^^ -^ 
seen him with such a clouded face before. Wha'— ^. 
could it be ? Surely, if there were any news o 
CharHe, he would tell her at once. 

" Have you got the letters, PhiHp ? " sh^ -^ 
asked softly. 

He looked at her before answering with 
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fixed, somtinizing gaze, wMoh seemed as if he 
would read every secret of her soul. Finding 
fchat she did not flinch, hut returned his look 
with one of simple inquiry, he cleared his throat 
and spoke. 

" **For the second time in my life you have 
surprised me. First, when you flatly disobeyed 
aae in Paris ; and, secondly, to-day, when I find 
bhat your pretended perfection is only a mask 
slipped on for your husband's benefit, and sUpped 
dS for your friend's." 

"I don't understand," she said, in utter 
oewilderment. ** What has this to do with 
Mr. Goodeve and the letters? Have you got 
bhem ? " 

"I have. K you want to read them over 
again, to gloat over them, you needn't ask 
Ravenhill's permission. He treasured them, no 
ioubt, when they were new, but now that he 
has chosen another star for his worship, it is a 
different matter. Prudent Benedicts usually 
destroy such tender relics ; he gives them into 
other hands. What his object was, I cannot 
guess." 

" But what are they ? " and she raised her- 
self up on one elbow, puzzled by his words as 
well as his manner. 

"What are they? Oh, delicious from his 
point of view — perfectly intoxicating ! From 
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mine '* — and he frovmed darkly—*' they Site 
shameless. To think that you, whom I thought 
the purest of women, could have penned them is 
the greatest disappointment of my Ufe." 

"I? PhiUp, what do you mean?" She 
looked at him with wide-open eyes. 

" Look here, Flora, you know what I mean, 
well enough ; " and he went oh with concen- 
trated bitterness. '* Perfect women, who descend 
from their pedestals, do a thousand times more 
harm than open flirts, like Lulu Munoaster. 
From them we know what to expect, and are 
secure from disappointment ; hut if we find that 
the ahsolute purity of others is soiled, if only in 
a word or a thought, then our faith in all virtue 
is destroyed, and we lose the last possibility of 
reverence for the rest of the sex. I loved you 
once, God knows ! and I have always reverenced 
you, even in your coldness, thinking you were 
too near the angels to feel perfect sympathy 
with a man like me." 

** Philip, what have I done?" She got 
up from the sofa and went towards him, stiU 
with the bewildered expression on her lovely 
face. 

He stepped hack, as if he did not wish to 
have her near him ; and yet, as he acknowledged 
to himself, no angel from heaven could have 
looked more innocent. He sighed with excessive 
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Lttemess. How easy it was to see through 
lOrd Eavenhill's game, now that he had the 
.Tie before him ! These letters in Balfour's 
Etnds, delivered up at the demand of CharKe 
remayne, supplied the key to the mystery. It 
LUst be in the hope of recovering them that 
avenhill was striving with might and main in 
harhe's cause. They were to be the reward of 
^s devotion, and Goodeve had made a mess of 
Le whole business, and given them up to the 
rong person. If it had not been for the mere 
Joident of a headache, he would have been 
>odwinked to the last. 

Flora put her hand upon his arm ; he shook 
off roughly. It made him sick to think of his 
ife's part in the affair. 

" Flora ! " he cried, with sudden passion, 
how could you stoop so low ? I would rather 
^ve seen you dead, than lived to despise 

" You are under a strange mistake," she said 
ntly. *^ Give me the letters. If they are 
d, they can't be mine." 

He took them out of his pocket and handed 
em to her, watching her closely as she opened 
em rapidly one after the other, the colour 
Dunting high in her cheeks.* 

" My God ! to think she wrote them ! " and, 
ithing with pain at the thought, he turned 
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away, put his arm on the ledge of the mantel- 
piece, and rested his head on it. 

In a minute he felt his wife's hand pulling at 
his coat-sleeve. " Phihp," she said, hetween 
laughing and crying, "these are stupid, clumsy 
forgeries. You couldn't have thought I had 
written them ? Were you only pretending, in 
order to frighten me ? " 

He raised his head quickly. "Forgeries? 
It is easy to say so — prove it." 

"Look at me, and doubt me if you can;" 
and her eyes flashed, though her voice was as 
soft as usual. " They are too disgusting; too— 
what shall I say? — effronUeSy for even such a 
woman as your friend Mrs. Muncaster. Only 
read them. I feel as if it spiled my fingers to 
touch them." Her lip curled with disgust, aB 
she flung them away — somewhere, anywhere, 
out of her reach. 

Sir PhiUp laid his hands upon her shoulders, 
and fixed his piercing eyes upon her face* 
" Before God and your own hushand, will yott 
swear that these letters were not written \if 
your hand ? ' ' 

"I swear it; but," she added slowly, "t 
think the doubt is the grossest insult that wa^ 
ever' offered me." 

" You don't know what it was to feel it- 
But was I to blame? The handwriting i^ 
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caotly yours ; the signature is yours ; and 
avenhill was the only man in the world of 
horn I have ever been jealous." 

**You have no excuse for it, whilst I, if I 
lose," she said sadly, "might be jealous of half 
le world." 

** Say, if you cared. You never did care, or 
might have been very different." 

" No ; it is your nature." 

"It is my nature to care for every woman 
ho is lovely. Don't be angry with me. Flora ; 
•r are you not the loveliest of them all ? " and 
3 attempted to draw her to him, with an admir- 
ig smile. 

She drew back. " Those letters — if you had 
led me ever so little, you never could have 
Lought that I had penned them." 

"You are mistaken;- the warmest love is 
e most addicted to jealousy. But if they 
Bren't yours, whose were they? " 

" Simple forgeries," she said disdainfully. 

"Yes; but forgeries for what end?" His 
ow contracted in deep thought. " I have it ! " 
^ exclaimed excitedly, after a pause. " The 
ackguard ! the scoundrel ! Don't you see ? 
e forged these letters ; he held them over the 
>or fellow as a threat ; he said, * Betray me, 
id I'U expose your sister to shame. Hold 
^ur tongue, and I'll keep them dark ; ' and he 
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held his tongue for your sake, and he went to 
prison and to penal servitude to save you ; and 
I have let him lie there, poor dear boy ! " 

"Who did it?" said Flora, breathlessly, 
every scrap of colour fading from her cheeks. 

"Who? Balfour, his dearest friend; the 
man against whom I warned him. He shall pay 
for it, the scoundrel I I should like to thrash 
him within an inch of his life before I send him 
to the dock ; but my first duty is to Charhe. I 
will go to the Home Secretary at once ; and to 
Dartmoor by the first train to-morrow morning. 
Don't cry, dear ; your brother will be the hero 
of the day Noble fellow ! to think how I mis- 
judged him ! " 

'' Oh, was it for me ? " 

Sobbing passionately, Flora flung herself 
upon his neck. For once, at least, her heart 
beat in complete unison with her husband's, aS 
he strained her to his breast. There were un- 
accustomed tears in his own eyes as he stoopei 
to kiss her hair, and, after a minute or two, 
gently unclasped her arms and placed her ou- 
the sofa. 

^^I must be off, or I shall not catch hinJ- 
before dinner." Looking back over his shouldeJ^ 
to meet her grateful glance, he hurried out o£ 
the room ; and Flora was left alone to utter b* 
fervent prayer to Heaven, that the hope whid? 
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ad just been given might not be quenched ere 
ruition. 

"Oh, to think that he suffered it all for 
ne!" With clasped hands and shining eyes, 
die sat still and pondered. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 



"young, and so fair." 



" Open the window, Angus ; I can hardly 
hreathe," murmured the weak voice of Kata 
Balfour on a glorious day towards the end of 
June. 

Captain Balfour rose from the chair hyher 
hedside, and walked slowly to the window. B 
was open as wide as could be, and the sweet 
summer air, laden with the scent of roses and 
mignonette, was pouring into the room. He 
tried to push it further back; then leant out, 
with an impatient sigh. Why should his wife 
be ill ? She was young and fairly strong, per- 
fectly healthy till this horrid cold came on, with 
no signs of incipient disease on her sweet fair 
cheeks, where the roses came and went with every 
changing tide of feeling. It was just like his 
cursed ill luck. She was more to him, he fancied 
in his egotistic fashion, than other wives were 
to their lords and masters. Other men migW 
work, and struggle, and fret and fume, for wives 
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tat were hard to win ; but few had sinned as 
3 had, and his sin made her all the more dear 

his heart, for we value many things in pro- 
)rtion to their cost ; and the more we pay, the 
.ore we prize. 

" I doubt, after all, Kate, if India will suit 
Du," he said, looking out into the small garden, 
id seeing nothing of its summer beauty. 
People ought to be strong as horses to en- 
hunter such a change of climate." 

*' Some one told me that it made strong 
eople weak, and weak people strong," she said 
offcly, as she moved her head restlessly on the 
illow. 

His quick ear caught the movements, and he 
Btumed to her side at once. *^You are not 
omfortable ; let me move you." 

** Only raise me up a little. I want more air." 

" Your chest is worse ? " 

"My cough is better," she answered, with 
fectionate evasion ; " and that is a great thing. 
Tovli you mind cutting off this troublesome 
3bir ? It makes me so hot." 

'^ I couldn't ; " and he frowned, as if the 
iggestion hurt him. He had not the heart to 
it a lock of hair off his wife's head, and yet he 
)uld betray his friend with a tolerably calm 
)untenance. 

**But, Angus, it destroys my comfort, and 
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cropped curls a V Olivette axe all the fashion," 
she pleaded, with a smile. 

He took her pretty locks up in his hand, and 
kissed them. A sunbeam shot across the bed; 
and lighted its luxuriant brown masses into 
waves of gold. Good heavens ! to ask him to 
destroy such loveliness I The idea was not to be 
thought of. Kate would be the first to call out 
at his barbarity when she was going to her next 
party. 

<* My scissors are somewhere in the room." 

** We will wait till you can get up and fetch 
them for yourself," he said, with a smile. 

" Then you will wait till it's too late ;" and 
she turned away, with the irritation of a helpless 
invalid when refused a slight service which she 
longs to be able to do for herself. 

^^ And when it is too late to want them, you 
wiU thank me." She did not answer. He bent 
over her persuasively. " Kitty dear, you won't 
look half so pretty without it." 

^^ Never mind, if it makes me a little less 
uncomfortable. ' ' 

'^ ShaU we wait till to-morrow ; the weather 
may have changed ? " 

**Yes, if you like; and when to-morrow 
comes " She stopped, exhausted. 

He looked at her with an anxious frown* 
*' Would you like me to go for Dr. Mitford ? " 
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A sliglit shake of the head. 

"I wonder if she ought to have any more 
medicine?" He took up a bottle on a small 
table, and examined the^ label. ** Every four 
hours ; and I gave her the last at two o'clock." 
He poured a dose into a glass, and put it to her 
Jips. She drank it thirstily; then presently 
dropped asleep. He sat by her for a long while, 
listening to her fitful breath. It came in 
stertorous gasps, every one of which threatened 
to disturb her rest ; and his heart grew almost 
mad with fear as he waited. Patience is a 
necessary virtue in a sick-room, and patience 
he had none. It was impossible to him to 
nt calmly by Kate's side and see her suffer, 
although the pain of man, woman, or child had 
rarely, if ever, excited his compassion before. 
To her he could be as tender as a woman ; to 
others he was capable of the cold cruelty of a 
savage. He would scarcely have shrunk from 
cannibalism if it had been for his own good to 
fatten on ihe flesh and blood of his fellow- 
oreatures ; and in a case of starvation by ship- 
wreck, his comrades would have done well to 
give Captain Balfour a wide berth. 

He went to the door softly and called Mary, 
the maid. She ran upstairs at once ; for women- 
servants are generally obedient to a handsome 
master, and prove their aesthetic proclivities by 

TOL. m. ^ 
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their appreciation of his good looks. Having 
told her to remain with her mistress tiU his 
return, he went out. He could not rest without 
the doctor's opinion on Kate's state. She seemed 
to him much worse since the morning. The 
oppression on her chest had decidedly increased, 
and her strength was less. He knew nothing of. 
illness, it is true, and the signs might deceive 
him. 

Dr. Mitford was out, hut would prohahly be 
hack hy eight o'clock, when Captain Balfour's 
message should he given him. Obliged to be 
satisfied with this, Balfour called at the barracks, 
and arranged for his absence till the end of the 
week, if his wife were not better by that time. 
He then went home, had some dinner, and 
resumed his former post. Kate was still sleepy; 
but her long lashes rested on fevered cheeks, 
and her lips were parched. One arm was thrown 
outside the prettily embroidered quilt, and even 
in sleep her fingers played restlessly with the 
muslin frill. 

Balfour tried to read, but the efibrt was 
useless ; the lines ran one into the other, and 
made no impression on his brain. Would that 
confounded doctor never come ? He threw 
down his paper and went to the window. It 
was a perfectly cloudless evening, without a leaf 
stirring. It seemed as if the sun in sinking to 
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rest had taken the air to its bed of glory. The 
earth seemed to pant, the flowers drooped, the 
birds were silent. Only tireless gnats hung 
about the roses, as if anxious to steal their last 
sighs, whilst their lovers, the bees, were sleeping. 

To Captain Balfour nature was ever a closed 
book. He noticed that it was a remarkably 
atuffy evening, that the scent of the jessamine 
was unusually powerful, and with a muttered 
Btirse at the heat, turned away. As he did so, 
there was a sound of light wheels on the road 
and a dog-cart drove up to the gate. Dr. 
Mitford, a grey-whiskered, sensible-looking man, 
Df an average height, got down, and Balfour 
went up the path to meet him. 

The visit had to be a short one, for the 
lector was on his way to another patient, who 
bad sent for him in a hurry ; but he looked long 
Bind steadfastly at Kate, felt her pulse, asked her 
% few questions, promised to send another 
iraught, and, with a cheerful ** Good evening," 
left the room. 

Balfour followed him in silence, afraid to 
ask the question which hung upon his lips. Dr. 
Mitford stopped at the door of the dining-room, 
Etnd stepped inside. 

" What do you think of her ? " said Balfour, 
hoarsely, constrained to speak because the doctor 
was evidently waiting to be asked. 
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" She is in a very serious state," he began 
slowly. 

** Tell me the truth; " and he held the doctor^s 
ann tight. '' Is she in danger ? " 

" Yes, in great danger." 

** But she will get better ? " — ^with his whole 
heart in his eager eyes. 

" She may; but, to speak honestly, I do not 
think it." He saw the large eyes dilate, the 
white face turn almost to green, and, accustomed 
as he was to sorrow, his heart bled. 

Without a word, Balfour gathered himself 
together, as if after a heavy blow, and led the 
way into the garden. He watched the doctor 
depart, then returned to the house with a slow 
step. 

He could not face his wife just yet. Boys, 
when stunned in a football match, were always 
left quiet till they came round; and he must 
have time to recover from the greatest blow that 
was ever dealt by the cruelty of fate. Time to 
recover ! Would he ever be his own self again, 
able to go back to drill and the mess ; to busy 
himself about the small details which make up 
the sum of life ; to care if dinner were hot or cold; 
if a bill were paid or unpaid ; if men were civil or 
uncivU ; if things went right or wrong ? He 
sat down on a chair, leant his elbows on the 
table, his face on his hands. A fierce rage was 
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burning in his breast, a rage against Providence, 
who took his only hope from him, his one ewe 
lamb. What if he had sinned? Kate was inno- 
cent — ^innocent as any child before it knew a 
wish or a want that could tempt it astray. In 
common justice — the justice that men dealt each 
other here — the punishment should fall on his 
head, and not hers. Take her to heaven, and 
she must want to come back if he were left 
behind. In his wild, uncontrolled passion he 
had no conception of the higher, holier love, 
which raises heart and soul above the level of 
earthly ties and absorbs the conflicting streams 
of mundane desire into one wide ocean of all 
sufficient tenderness. He judged her by him- 
self. There would be no room for him in this 
world, or the next, without his wife. It seemed 
as if his soul, like the wandering Jew, would 
rove restlessly from sphere to sphere, always 
asking for its other self; always asking, never 
resting, always craving for the answering voice 
that never would be heard. He could not hve 
without her. It was absurd, impossible ! What 
was the good of marriage, which made them one, 
if death had the right to part them into two ? 
It was aU a mockery from beginning to end. 
There was no logic in the decrees of Provi- 
dence. Charlie Tremayne was innocent, and a 
prisoner. Angus Balfour was guilty, and went 
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at large. Kate had done no wrong, and she 
must die ! 

Why had he heen allowed to saceeed in bis 
wretched irand if the ohject for which he had 
forged, and stolen, and hed, was to be taken 
bom him when he held it in his hand ? The 
voice of the tempter was in his ears, "Curs© 
God, ahd die ! " 

He groaned — more like the angry growl oi 
an enraged beast than the moan of a man if^ 
sorrow. His fingers clutched his hair on eith^^ 
side, and he ground his teeth with the rage O 
baffled love in its useless strife with death. Thei^^ 
was not a single crime known to man which 
would not have been ready to commit, if the 
would have kept Kate by his side till the end 
his days ; there was not a virtue known to th^ 
angels which he would not have striven to attaiu--^ 
if the good that was in him could have formed 
chain to bind her to earth. It is probable tha 
he would have failed in the pursuit of virtue, but^ 
he was capable of any effort for the sake of the^ 
one being whom he cared for far more than him — 
self. He felt no remorse for the wrong that he ^ 
had done to Charlie Tremayne, but he dreaded 
the retribution, which was standing on his very 
threshold ; and in order to avert it he was ready 
to own himself guilty and release Tremayne, if 
only death would have held its hand. With this 
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aght in his mind, he pushed his chair from 
table, gave a look of surprise at the darkening 
QDL, and went upstairs. No one can tell what 
ras to him to go in to his wife, knowing what 
knew! 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



RETRIBUTION. 



She looked up at him with eager eyes foil of 
love's earnest longing. *' Why were yon away 
so long ? " 

Her voice was so low that he had to kneel 
down in order to hear it. ** I couldn't help it." 
There was a change in her face, and he noticed 
it at once. ** You don't feel so well ? Is there 
anything I can do for you ? " 

*' Only stay with me as long as you can ; " and 
her fingers closed tightly over his. 

His heart seemed to contract within his 
breast. Was it too late ? Was this the greyness 
of death already under the lovely eyes and about 
the sweet, soft lips ? Or was there time to undo 
the wrong that he had done, and appease the 
insatiate hunger of Fate for vengeance. A tele- 
gram to Lady Trevellyan would be aU that was 
needed; she and her friends would do the rest. 
He actually started to his feet, with the inten- 
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ion of sending it off; but Kate looked up in 
ilarm, and whispered, " Don't leave me." 

** Only for one minute, dear. I will be back 
lirectly." 

*' No ; stay with me." And he stayed. 

How the hours passed he never knew. He 
aielt by the* bedside, their hands clasped, their 
aces close together on the pillow. The doctor 
lad promised to come before twelve, if possible ; 
►ut Balfour knew that no doctor on earth could 
.0 pny good. Sentence had been given, and 
Late must go. He waited without a hope, with- 
out a prayer. A God whom he had scorned in 
very action of his life would be scarcely likely 
listen to his first entreaty. Prayer would be 
lockery on lips that had never prayed before. 

" My dear father," murmured Kate. *^ Give 
im my love. I should like to have seen him 
nee." 

" To-morrow I will send." 

" Tell him that I always loved him ; and let 
im have my Bible." 

" You may give it him yourself." 

** Eaise me up ; I cannot breathe." 

He lifted her head gently, and placed his 
rm behind it to support it. ** Is there nothing I 
gui do for you ? " 

" If you would read a hymn or a prayer," she 
lid hesitatingly. 
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" Oh, not now. Talk to me — think of me 
while you can." Selfish even at that moment, 
he thought more of his own love than of her 
salvation, as he fixed his passionate eyes on her 
face. 

*' Darling, I think of you ; pray for you always. 
God has been so good to let me be with you 
a little while before He took me." 

** Good ? " His hp curled ; but he could not 
utter aU the evil in his breast in the face of her 
sweet resignation. His heart was bm-sting, and 
he laid down his head with a groan. There was 
a ring at the front door. Neither the cook nor 
housemaid had cared to go to bed, so it was 
promptly answered, and Mary came upstairs with 
a letter in her hand. She entered the room on 
tiptoe, and placed it on the bed. " What do 
you bring it for now ? " he said fiercely ; and she 
replied in a loud whisper, ^* The gentleman said 
it was very particular, sir, and was to be given 
to you at once." Then she went out, with her 
apron up to her eyes. 

*^ Bead it ; it may be from papa." 

" Scarcely by private hand ; '* but he took it up 
listlessly, and opened it with some difficulty, his 
right arm being imprisoned behind Kate's head. 
Perfectly unsuspicious of its contents, he read it 
out : — 

** If you have any reason to fear the reopen- 
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ing of the Drayton v. Tremayne trial, you had 
better fly at once. — ^From one who was once 
your friend." 

The paper fell from his hand; the writing 
was Captain Whittaker's, and he recognized it 
without difficulty. At any other moment the 
news would have filled him with horror; now 
he viewed it with supreme indijfferenoe. What 
mattered it if he went to prison or the gallows ? 
He could care for nothing if Kate wei^e dead. 
Turning to her, he saw that her eyes were fixed 
upon him with a look of startled inquiry. 

" Why should you fly ? " 

** Never mind, dear ; don't think of it." 

"Fly!" she murmured; *^ only the guilty 
fly. What can he mean ? " 

** It is only some nonsense of Whittaker's." 

*^It soimds so earnest — as if — as if — ^there 
were some danger." 

" If there is, I'll risk it." 

"But you — tell me the truth, Angus. It 
isn't kind to deceive me." 

" I can't, dear; let it rest." 

But it seemed as if she could not rest. His 
manner was so strange that the oddest mis- 
givings came into her mind. Curious fancies as 
to what the letter could possibly mean worried 
her tired brain. Surely, no one would have 
written it, if there had been nothing to fear. 
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What was it ? Tremayne ! where had she heard 
the name before ? Of course he was her husband's 
greatest friend ; and the trial — she remembered 
it all. 

" TeU me, Angus ; it frightens me," she said 
faintly. 

And he ; how could he lie to his wife on her 
death-bed 1 ** I was so mad to win you, Kate, 
and your father was so resolved not to let me 
have you without a certain sum, that I would 
have sold my soul in order to get it. I forged 
a cheque ; it was for you, dear. They thought it 

was Tremayne " He stopped. Her eyes, 

still fixed upon his, seemed to force the words 
out of his mouth. " He went to prison — and I 
was able to marry." 

^^ AngiisV^ There was a world of amazed 
reproach in the single word, which came as a 
last sigh from the lips that he loved. He bowed 
down his head without a word. 

When he raised it, Kate's had fallen back 
upon his arm, her eyes were closed, and her lips 
parted. The shock had killed her ! 

Charlie Tremayne was avenged ! 

For an instant, Balfour's brain reeled. He 
drew her cold cheek to his, and pressed a rain of 
passionate kisses on the lips which could not 
give them back. He called her by more endear- 
ing names than his tongue had ever learnt \^ 
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fcter. He besought her to speak, if only one 
btle word ! He caught up her beautiful bright 
EOT, and buried his face in it. To think that 
le had gone from him with the horror of his 
n for her last thought ! Was anything want- 
ig to the measure of his woe ? He threw him- 
3lf across the bed, and lay there like a stone. 
Some shame, come death, he no longer cared. 
Ee had but one vulnerable point, like the heel 
f Achilles, and the last shaft had struck home. 
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CHAPTER XVII- 



HOPES AND FEABS. 



"Well, I've seen the Home Secretary;" and 
Sir Philip threw himself into an armchair, with 
an air of impatient fatigue. Flora looked up 
eagerly. " Nothing can be done as yet." 

" Not yet ? I thought he would be released 
to-morrow," she exclaimed, in bitter disappoint- 
ment. 

" To-morrow? Why, there is all the evidence 

to be gone through first. I asked G to go 

with me, as I know it is no use trying to interest 
one of the bigwigs without a friend at conrt; 

and H , I must say, was very civil. He 

was up to his eyes in work, but he listened 
attentively, and promised to lose no time when 
the papers were once in his hands." 

" Can't we do something this evening ? " and 
Flora started up impulsively. " It seems dread- 
ful to keep the poor boy there one single half- 
hour longer than necessary." 
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" These things are never done in a hurry. 

[ said something about writing, to the 

idge — ^Baron Brown, I think it was. He will 
ive to wait for his answer; and then, if all 
DBS well, there will be the pardon to get." 

"A pardon? What for?" 

"A pardon for having been incarcerated in 
ae of her Majesty's gaols by mistake. It is 
le way of the law. Like a woman, it hates 
) own itself in the wrong, so it gets a pardon, 
hich you don't want, instead of asking yours." 

*^ What an odious shame ! " cried Flora, in- 
ignantly, as she thought of Charlie — -pardoned 
)T the noblest self-sacrifice that man ever made, 
I call it nothing short of an insult." 

" Still, it is an insult that I shall be very glad 
) get for your brother." 

" Yes ; anything for release ! " — with a sigh 
f infinite longing. ** When is the trial to be ? " 

" There is never a second trial after con- 
iction on a criminal charge. If the evidence is 
ajffioient to establish his innocence, the Queen's 
gracious pardon' is extended to the prisoner, 
ad' he is released forthwith. But if there is a 
aw 

" But there shan't be." 

** You mayn't see it ; but the eye of a lawyer 
3 sharper than yours. What does RavenhiJl 
;ay ? " he asked, with some reluctance. 
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'^ He is confident of success. Bat I think 
he said there was still a link wanting." 

"One missing link will spoil the whole;" 
and he frowned. " Men who have not been 
trained to the sort of thing are sure to make a 
mess of it. He would have done much better 
to leave it in Goodeve's hands. By-the-bye, I 
thought Ward was his solicitor. " 

"Yes, and Captain Balfour's father-in-law. 
It would not have done to ask him to take np 
a case against his own son-in-law." 

"No, of course not. As to Balfour, the 
cowardly brute, I feel as if I could scarcely keep 
my hands o£f him. A sound horse-whipping 
would do him good; but I suppose it would 
rouse his suspicions, and I don't want him to 
give us the slip. Good gracious ! " — ^looking at 
his watch — "it is a quarter to eight. Let us 
have some dinner." 

" Tell me, first," she said, laying her hand on 
her husband's arm to detain him, '* do we go to 
Dartmoor to-morrow ? " 

" No. I find that prisoners, even in the 
privileged class, are only allowed one visit. a 
quarter. Ravenhill has been there once or twice, 
hasn't he ? " 

" Once, I think, not more ; " and her eyes 
drooped. 

"I dare say, under the circumstances, I 
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might induce H to give me another order ; 

but I feel that I must be on the spot at present, 
Goodeve ought to be looked up the first thing 
to-morrow morning, and Kavenhill. I believe 
the clues are in his hands, are they not ? '* 

"Yes; he has been the most active. Oh, 
Philip " — and she clasped her hands upon his 
shoulder — " it is such a joy to me to feel that 
you are working with us ! " 

Thinking of his own late iuactivity, and the 
xeason for his want of exertion, Sir Philip 
reddened. "If I had known what I know 
now/' he said slowly, "I should have been the 
£rst, instead of the last.'* 

In pursuance of his resolution, he paid a 
second visit to Lincoln's Inn the next morniug, 
and was kept by Mr. Goodeve for such a time 
that he did not reach Grosvenor Place till Lord 
Ravenhill had already started for Jermyn Street. 
Brenda was out, so no message could be left 
with her; and, thinking it would be better to 
write a letter from his own house, he returned 
to Queen Anne's Gate, where Flora was waiting 
for him to escort her to a dinner at Richmond. 

Sir Robert and Lady GrenviUe were host and 
bostess on the occasion. M. and Madame de 
Biron, who had come over to London to enjoy 
fclie latter end of the season, were amongst the 
guests, which included a goodly number of 

TOL. III. M 
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the pleasantest people in town. The dinner 
was at the Star and Garter ; and the guests so 
much enjoyed sitting out .in the delightful 
mooiilit gardens in the cool of the evening, 
that they were extremely loth to tear them- 
selves . away and face the stifling heat of the 
metropolis. It was close upon midnight when 
the Trevellyans drove up at their own door, and 
the butler came forward with Ravenhill's note 
in his hand. 

Mora clasped her hands in silent agony. To 
die in a prison, when release was close at hand ! 
Sir Philip's voice recalled her to herself. He 
looked up from Bradshaw, which he had been 
studying hard. 

^' There is no train till nine o'clock. Im- 
possible to see H at that hour in the 

morning. I wonder if I could catch him to- 
night ? " TumiQg to the butler — " Send for a 
cab." 

** What for ? " said Flora, looking puzzled. 

** For an order. We cannot get in withont 
it." Noticing how ill she looked, he added 
kindly, "Go to bed, dear ; you will want all 
your strength for to-morrow." 

Without a word, she turned away and went 
slowly upstairs, feeling as if leaden weights had 
been added to each foot. When Wilton had 
taken off her pretty shimmering dress, she threw 
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herself down on the bed. Impossible to sleep 
whilst her heart was crying through the long 
watches of the night, *^ Wait for me ! wait for 
me 1 Don't die till I come ! " She felt as if 
that might satisfy her, only to see him once — 
to touch his hand, his lips, and teU him how 
she loved and blessed him for his sacrifice. 

Big Ben tolled out the slowly passing 
quarters; and as soon as the first ray of dawn 
appeared, carts began to pass along Birdcage 
Walk, laden with fruits and vegetables for 
Covent Garden market. It was useless to stay 
in bed and listen to the growing noises of re- 
viving life, so she crept out of it very softly, 
for fear of awaking her husband; and when 
Wilton came into the room, with a smothered 
yawn and a can of hot water, she was surprised 
to find her mistress already dressed, and sitting 
at the table writing a letter. 



164 A FOOL FOR HIS PAINS. 



CHAPTER XVm. 



BATHEB BEGELESS. 



** Anything the matter, Lady Eavenhill ? " sui 
Eonald Egerton, as he seated himself in a low 
chair close beside the sofa, in her boudoir. He 
had an mieasy consciousness that a coolness bad 
arisen between them lately, and he came this 
afternoon with every intention of dispelling it. 

After all that had passed between herself and 
her husband, Brenda expected to feel a certain 
restraint at the first meeting ; but anger is an 
irresistible distraction, and shyness was driven 
away by indignation. 

^^ Everything, Captain Egerton. I never was 
so cross in my life ; " and she tried to pout, 
instead of smiling. 

** Indeed ? You must be very bad.'' 

*^ And so would you be, if you were me," she 
exclaimed, grammar having yielded to excite- 
ment. 

" Tell me what it is, and perhaps I shall be^ 
although I am not/' he answered, with a smile. 
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" For weeks and weeks I have set my hearfc 
1 going to this Austrian fete. I ahnost swore 
lat nothing should prevent me." 

^^ Nothing shall " — very quietly* 

** Excuse me, but something has. Only five 
inutes ago, I had this telegram from my 
isband, to say that he is called away to some 
itlaixdik place, aiid he is afraid that he won't 
5 able to take me." 

^* Then somebody else must." 

" Lady Grenville is not going ; and it isn't 
rery one that I would ask." 

*^ Every one isn't wanted. But surely your 
star, Mrs. Hayward, would come to the rescue." 

"Augusta? Her hair would turn grey at 
le thought of it. She thinks all fancy balls 
ither fast, and this one particularly naughty, 
am always doomed to be disappointed, if I 
cure for a thing overmuch ; " and she looked 
aefally down at the carpet. 

" You shan't be disappointed. If I put on 
grey wig, don't you think I should do for a 
haperon?" 

'* No ; you would never do for a chaperon, if 
our hair were as white as snow." 

" Never ? Is my old age to be robbed of its 
nly solace ? But, joking apart, somebody must 
e found, and the time is short. Let us set our 
trains to work at once. Your charming little 
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sister in your romantic home on the Wandle? 
I am sure she would come, if you asked her." 

** Of course she would; but " 

*^ And with Fitz-herbert and me for an 
escort ? " he said, leaning forward, and looking 
with unconcealed eagerness into her face. H 
she really wished to give him his congSy sli& 
would be sure to refuse; if she meant their 
friendship to continue, she would accept. 

Conflicting doubts and wishes bewildered 
Brenda's mind. Thinking of her husband's 
injunctions, she hesitated to disobey him so 
flagrantly ; thinking of her many wrongs, she 
longed to punish him. She looked up and met 
Egerton's eyes. "Yes," she said, doubtfully; 
and the expression of his face was radiant. 

He rose from his seat. " There is no time 
to be lost. If you will write a telegram to your 
sister, I will take it to St. James's Street, and 
hunt up Niederlohe at the same time." 

"What for?" 

" For a ticket. There were none to be had 
yesterday for love or money; and Mrs. Mtm- 
caster was tearing her hair because she could 
not get one." 

" Then there will be no chance for Edith;*' 
and her face feU. 

" When Niederlohe knows that your coming 
depends upon hers, ho would tear down the 
paHngs to let her in." 
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He went off witli the telegram in the highest 
spirits, found the Austrian attachS on the steps 
of his own club, explained the circumstances of 
the case to him, and obtained the promise of a 
ticket without difficulty. It was perfectly true 
that all the tickets were exhausted, but if Lady 
Eavenhill wanted another, one should be printed 
expressly for her use ; and Niederlohe smiled as 
he puUed the long ends of his moustaches. 

The telegram caused a flutter of excitement 
at Jessamine Lodge. Nothing had been seen 
or heard of Brenda for an extraordinary period 
of time, and Mrs. Havergel was beginning to be 
anxious. Augusta Hayward had paid several 
visits lately to her former home, and, according 
to her wont, took the opportunity to throw out 
dark hints about her sister's conduct. Captain 
Egerton was described as a bold, bad man, who 
hattnted Brenda's steps wherever she went, and 
would certainly end by compromising her before 
the end of the season. Even Mrs. Torrington 
was represented to have said that his conduct 
was hors de rhgUj and her brother must be blind 
and deaf to aUow such things to go on. Bertie 
Fitz-herbert was also in disgrace for the same 
reason, and Prince Niederlohe's name was intro- 
duced to . lend an extra flavour to the little 
entremets of gossip. 

The mother sighed; Mary shook her wise 
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head and grieved over the temptations of the 
world; but Edith indignantly scouted the idea 
that Brenda could possibly be in fault, and went 
up to town the first thing the next morning, 
fully prepared to be her champion. She was 
rather taken aback to find that, in consequence 
of Lord Eavenhill's absence, they were going to 
the ball under the escort of the first and second 
delinquents, and that she owed her ticket to the 
courtesy of the third* But how could she utter 
a word of reproof when Brenda, after hugging 
and kissing her with rapturous affection, led her 
upstairs to see the lovely costume which Phihps 
and a dressmaker were concocting together 
under her orders, and for Edith's own benefit ? 

They went for a drive in the afternoon, 
chatted and laughed over gossip and shopping; 
but as the day wore on, Brenda's eyes moved 
restlessly from the clock to the door, and if any 
one came in, in a hurry, she nearly sprang out 
of her seat. If she caught Edith's eye, she 
immediately began to rattle away about the 
various events of the last few weeks ; but sisters 
are not easily deceived by such stratagems, and 
Edith was convinced that something was weigh- 
ing on her mind. What could it be ? Perhaps, 
out of mere gaiety of heart, she had gone too 
far with Captain Egerton, and was thinking how 
best to draw back without an open rupture ; or 
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was it that Lord EavenMll had disappointed 
her in some way, by a httle less care for her 
comfort, and a little more neglect of her society ? 
Various hypotheses floated through Edith's brain, 
whilst she pretended to be engrossed with a new 
piece of work ; and, suddenly looking up, she 
made her feeble protest, hoping to find out the 
real state of the case. 

'* I suppose it is all right for a married woman 
to go out with two young men, but it seems 
rather odd to me." 

** It might be odd," said Brenda, quickly, *' if 
one of them weren't my husband's relation, and 
there were no other lady going with me. As it 
is, none but the veriest old prude could find 
anything to grumble at, I suppose Augusta 
has been talking as usual. If she can't make a 
grievance out of those of her own household, 
she iQvariably turns to her sister's. Of course 
she says I am an awful flirt." 

*^ Nonsense, Bren." 

*'0h, she does, I'm sure. And who's the 
man ? One would think that Basil was a scare- 
crow, from the way every one seems to think 
that I like somebody else better." 

" Indeed they don't ; but supposing that 
there is any talk at all about him," she said 
softly, " don't you think it is a pity to go to the 
ball with him to-night ? " 
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" I think it is a pity that you should, if yo^ - 
don't like him ; " and Brenda's cheeks grew ho%: 
" I wiU go alone with him and Bertie, and no^ 
.mind it in the least." No name had been men- 
tioned i but conscience tald her that the in* 
definite *'him " must apply to Eonald. 

" On, the contrary," said Edith, with a smile^ 
" I have set my heairt on going, and I like him 
very much." 

" Then come and dress ; we shall only be 
just in time ; " and she led the way upstairs. 
« ♦ « « « 

The two sisters looked charming, in costnme& 
borrowed from a popular opera of the day. 
Brenda in white satin, embroidered in pearls^ 
with a lace ruff, puffed sleeves, and a voluminon& 
train. Edith in short petticoats, showing off her 
small feet, looked very piquante in a cream- 
coloured upper skirt over quilted rose satin. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 



THE AUSTBIAN FETE. 



If Lady Eavenhill was preoccupied and iineasyy 
Eonald Egerton was suffering from an unusual 
depression of spirits; and the onus of the con- 
versation devolved principally on Edith and 
Bertie. To the former, such a festivity as the 
Austrian fete was an unprecedented piece of 
gaiety — ^her eyes sparkled with excitement, and 
her tongue went as fast as the carriage- wheels ; 
and the latter was fall of fun as any schoolboy^ 
his cousin having lately insisted on paying his 
debts. Freed from the burden of care, which had 
been rather oppressive to his young shoulders, 
he was ripe for any folly ; and Brenda had more 
than once to rebuke him laughingly for his 
happy impudence. 

The fete was given in the Botanical Gardens^ 
Eegent's Park, kindly lent by the fellows of the 
Society for the sake of its charitable object ► 
The tickets were only a guinea ; but they were 



172 A FOOL FOR HIS PAINS. 

sold under the strictest supervision by private 
agents to friends of the members of the com- 
mittee, alone ; and great care had been taken to 
keep the company select. The Austrian ambas- 
sador interested himself particularly about the 
a^rrangements ; his charming wife superintended 
the decorations of the huge marquee, with its 
black and yellow flag waving beside the Eoyal 
Standard, placed there in honour of the expected 
visit of the Prince of Wales ; and the whole staff 
-of the embassy were supposed to have worn 
themselves to shadows by their exertions. 

The gardens were exquisitely lighted with 
lamps covered with silver network, which 
glistened in the moonbeams; flowers met the 
eye in every direction ; flags waved overhead in 
pendent steams of briUiant colour from long 
ropes suspended from tree to tree ; a Hungarian 
band of rare excellence, hidden in a bower of 
ferns and wondrous shrubs, discoursed the 
sweetest strains ; a continual ebb and flow of 
gay costumes passed along the principal walks ; 
and a buzz of many tongues that never ceased 
made an animated whole, bewildering to the 
senses of those who were freshly arrived. Brenda 
pressed nervously to Captain Egerton's side; 
Edith followed close with Fitz-herbert. Amongst 
all the crowd of faces not a familiar one was to 
be seen ; and the two sisters noticed with some? 
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thing like dismay that many of the ladies wore 
black-lace masks, whilst a large number of the 
men appeared in domino. 

Brenda looked up into her companion's face 
in order to gain reassurance from a certain 
happy confidence which never forsook him ; but 
he was unusually grave, and at that moment 
engaged in scanning the crowd with an uneasy 
air. Was it Mademoiselle Fridoline of the Covent 
Garden ballet who had just passed him by with 
a saucy look ? He could not be sure ; but the 
girFs glance was sufficient to show him that she 
did not belong to the same world as Eaven's 
wife, and he began to wish that the carriage had 
not been sent away. It was, however, too late 
for regret, so they pressed on, and, after a 
good deal of patience, reached the marquee. 
Dancing had already begim with animation. The 
melancholy strains of Strauss' s last waltz sighed 
sweetly through the tent ; and there was a flutter 
of silks and satins, and jewels and velvets, as 
light feet gyrated over the white drugget, and 
light laughs echoed from breathless lips. 

"Will you try a waltz?" said Eonald, as 
gravely as if he were propounding a solemn 
thesis in rehgion. 

" Not yet, I think. Like a person beginning 
to skate, I want to feel sure of my ground. — ^Ah, 
how d'ye do, M. de Zinsky? Have you seen 
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anything of the Trevellyans ? " Brenda extended 
her hand with a cordial smile, and asked the 
question which was most likely to interest him, 
in her delight at meeting a friendly face belong- 
ing to their own set. 

*'No, madame ! " and he raised his eyebrow 
disconsolately. " There is no chance for to- 
night. Miladi Trevellyan has gone to Devon- 
shire." 

" Indeed ! How unkind to the Agramese ! " 
Her colour rose, as she thought of her husband's 
sudden call to Dartmoor. Those two must be 
always together ; and it was convenient to have 
a brother who always wanted you and your 
special friend, on every emergency. 

"Very unkind to them, and to all her 
friends," muttered the Hungarian, evidently 
like a spoilt child — ^he wouldn't be comforted. 

" I will dance now, if you like," she said, 
turning to Captain Egerton. 

''If I like!'' 

After a few turns, they stopped. " I have a 
fancy to-night that, although some of the people 
seem rather excited, no one is really happy;" 
and Brenda fanned herself languidly. *^Look 
at that girl over there; she looks downright 
miserable." 

'' She is evidently dancing with the wrong 
partner." 
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" And so might you be ; for you look like a 
ute at a funeral." 

"Perhaps I am," he interrupted with a 
oile; "but if so, I would rather have the 
rong than the right. Let me have another 
im before Niederlohe pounces on you." 

Slowly, but in perfect time with each other's 
lep, they made the circuit of the room, and 
lopped for a breath of air by the door, as the 
Lusic ceased. Fitz-herbert and Edith passed 
Y on their way out, and, after a few remarks on 
le bystanders, disappeared into the gardens. 

" Lady Eavenhill, I have found you at last," 
dd an eager voice ; and before Brenda knew 
e was there. Prince Niederlohe bowed low over 
er hand. " For the last half-hour, I have been 
landing at the gates watching for you; and 
et I must have missed you by some unlucky 
Ixance. I was afraid that Milor' Eavenhill had 
lade his appearance at the last moment, and 
ithlessly destroyed our hopes." 

"You would scarcely have noticed the 
bsence of one amongst so many," said Brenda, 
ith a smile. 

" Not when I would have sacrificed the 
lany for the one ?" 

" You would have found it rather difficult to 
aake a ball out of one solitary woman, and 
bout five hundred men." 
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*<I would not have made a ball, but a 
Ute-a^eter 

" Then the Agramese would have suffered, 
and no one would have been pleased." 

" Except your devoted Max " — ^in that 
delicious undertone, when everjrthing is said in 
a few words. 

A burst of music proclaimed the beginmng 
of another dance, and numbers of people trooped 
in at the open door. Several male friends came 
and grouped themselves round Lady Eavenhill ; 
but the Prince still kept his post at her side. 
Impatient at the interruption, and finding that 
private conversation was no longer possible, he 
suddenly informed her that both his clief and his 
chef esse were especially anxious to be introduced 
to her, and asked if he might have the honour of 
presenting her to Madame la Comtesse. 

Brenda acceded with a gracious smile, and 
rose at once, anxious to rid herself of her present 
surroundings, and, above all, desirous of shaking 
off Niederlohe, whose manner added to her un- 
easiness. She looked round. Fitz-herbert was 
nowhere to be seen; Eonald was lounging 
against the doorway, his tall manly figure set 
off by the dark green uniform of the Kifle 
Brigade, as the light of a coronal of wax tapers 
shone down on his close-cropped head and the 
fair frank face, which some women had loved^ 
and could never forget. 
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He was watching, as she crossed the room 
on Niederlohe's arm — ^watching every movement 
and expression as she stood amongst the group 
of pretty women and aristociatic-looking men, 

which the charming Countess K had 

gathered round her. Presently a Lancers was 
formed, and Brenda, after some hesitation, con- 
sented to take part in it, with Niederlohe as her 
partner. Eonald folded his arms, and frowned. 
He was feeUng his position acutely. He had 
come to the baU as her escort, and he felt he 
had the right, in the absence^ of her husband, to 
take care of her through the evening. But if he 
did so, those cursed tongues would wag faster 
than ever, and he would be injuring' the woman 
to whom he had sworn that he would never cost 
one moment of sorrow, be his own fate what it 
might. A hint from Lady Grenville had opened 
his eyes to the false position in which a married 
woman may be placed by the devotion of a 
friend, even if the man be nothing more than a 
friend to her, and his lips be sealed by every 
tradition of his life. Kather than compromise 
the pretty, innocent girl, who had crept into his 
heart against her will, he would spoil his own 
life without a thought — give up his appointment 
at the Horse Guards, and apply for leave to join 
the rest of his own brigade in India. Cuthbert 
would miss him, and no one else. 

YOL. Ill N 
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Some one touched the Prince on his arm. 
He bowed low to Brenda, and stepped aside. 
Bertie Fitz-herbert took his place, as he hurried 
away, and looked down with delight at Ms 
cousin's wife. " At last I am happy." 

*^ Have you been taking good care of my 
sister?" 

'^Yes; most excellent. Vivian has just 
asked to be introduced to her, and she is dancing 
with him now. It wasn't very cool of me— 
was it ? " 

*^ Not very. I like Mr. Vivian," 

Conversation could only be carried on at 
intervals, owing to the figures of the dance. 

"I wonder if anything has gone wrong? 
After that mysterious whisper, Niederlohe looked 
quite aghast. Did you see ? " 

"No; I didn't look at him." 

" He looks at you so much that I long to 
kick him," said Fitz-herbert, fiercely. 

" Pray restrain yourseK. If necessary, Basil 
will save you the trouble." 

"But I have the right to do it in Basil's 
absence." 

" Have you ? " — ^with a smile. 

"Here he is back again, confound him! 
Say you would rather have me." 

" Can't" — as, the dance being over, she took 
the Prince's arm, and they both disappeared into 
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the gaxden, but only on the way to the refresh- 
ment tent. 

In vain he tried to persuade her to remain 
with him, as he poetically expressed it, '* under 
the stars." She insisted upon being thirsty, 
faint, anything, rather than tarry for a senti- 
mental Ute-d'Ute in the dusky Ught. Eemem- 
bering her former resolution '* of the two cold 
shoulders/' she did her best to keep him at 
a distance; but he would not be repelled. 
There was an absence of restraint in his pas- 
sionate glances, which roused her resentment, 
and yet there was nothing that she could lay 
hold of in his words, so long as she regarded 
them merely as light badinage. He had lost 
the respectful deference of manner which he was 
in the habit of assuming when talking to a star 
of the haute volee, and he laid his homage at her 

feet so openly, that even Countess K had 

shrugged her pretty shoulders with a gesture of 
amusement. 

Oh, why had she ever come? She longed 
bo be safe at home ; longed to be anywhere 
a^way from this horrid man. Out of sympathy 
for Edith's love of dancing, and the few op- 
portunities she had of indulging it in sleepy 
Inglefield, she had taken care to introduce her 
bo a lot of partners ; and now she was sorry 
that she had not glued her to her side. If 
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Edith had been there, the Prince would no 
have dared to say ^' Not yet," when she begged 



him to escort her back to the dancing tent, and, 
in defiance of her request, slip into the chai 
beside her. 

She looked away from him across the tablcj 
richly laden with fruits, and flowers, and daintiesj 
of every season. The room was almost empty, 
except for the waiters, who were gatherei 
together in a knot, and talking in eager whispers. 
Something had evidently happened, and, turninj 
to her companion, she asked what it was, 

^* Nothing. Only a smaU contretemps ^ which^cn 
need not interfere with your peace, or my happi- 



ness.'* 



She rose determinedly. "I am going int< 
the other tent, Prince. Accompany me or not, 
as you prefer. '* 

*' Cruel ! " he murmured, as he gave her his ^^ 
arm. 

She drew up her long neck disdainfaUy, and - 
hurried to the door. "When they reached it, he 
turned his steps towards the starlit gardens. 

"Not there," she said hastily, and looked 
round for any one in the shape of a friend to 
rescue her from her present position. 

Her heart was beating fast with anger and 
fear, when suddenly came the welcome voice of 
Eonald Egerton, as he placed himself in front 
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of them, stiff and stern, he looked straight 
into Niederlohe's face, as he said briefly, " This 
is our dance, Lady Eavenhill." 

It was not true; but oh! how rapturously 
she withdrew her hand from the Austrian's arm, 
and placed it in that of her faithful friend ! 
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CHAPTER XX. 



UNDER THE WILLGW. 



Overcome by a variety of unpleasant emotions, 
Brenda burst into tears. Eonald hastily turned 
away from the crowd of loiterers in close 
proximity to either tent, and, leading the way 
down a secluded path, stopped when they 
reached a comfortable sofa, half hidden under 
the boughs of an American willow. It was a 
trying position for a man whose passionate 
sympathy must be kept to himself, when heart 
and honour were at variance, for the first time in 
his life. Brenda sobbed hysterically. From 
every point of view, she saw a miserable outlook 
for herself. A woman, taking advantage of the 
immunity offered by a mask, had whispered in 
her ear — 

" Gather ye rosebuds whilst ye may, 
Your raven far is flying ; 
The queen of flowers, as they say, 
Is one for whom he's sighing." 

The verse had not missed its aim. The queen 
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of flowers evidently pointed to Flora Trevellyan. 
Her own jealous heart supplied the details. She 
saw herself deceived by her husband, com- 
promised by her own folly, without a single 
friend to whom she could turn for consolation. 
All would shake their heads with that hateful 
phrase, *' I told you so ! " She hated the Prince 
for the advantage he had taken of her position ; 
and to Ronald Egerton, whose different conduct 
she appreciated most heartily, she must scarcely 
express her gratitude by word or look, because 
of a wretched woman's tongue, which had linked 
their names together. 

'* Lady Ravenhill, what is it ? Tell me, for 
Heaven's sake." 

^^ Nothing," she gasped, making a futile 
effort to regain her composure. 

" Is it Niederlohe ? " — with a scowl. 

"No; that is " 

"If it is'' — and he looked what he was — 
capable of murder. 

" It is everybody and everything," she cried 
incoherently ; " and I'm the most miserable of 
women ! " 

She bent her head down almost on her knees, 
and sobbed again. He was standing in front of 
her, looking at her with eyes full of infinite com- 
passion. She seemed such a child in her sorrow 
—-a child to soothe and comfort into joy. Pre- 
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sently he sat down, and leaning forward, rested 
his elbow on his knee,«hi8 head on his hand. 

Two men passed along the path in front 
of the seat, carrying some heavy ropes and a 
large net over their shoulders, with something 
in their hands which looked more like guns than 
working implements. They spoke to each other 
in gruff whispers, and kept their eyes fixed on a 
clump of variegated shrubs just opposite. Evi- 
dently on the look-out for something or some 
one, they both started off in a hurry, when a man 
stepped suddenly out of the darkness beyond the 
reach of the silver lamps, and made a sign to 
them to join him. After a little subdued talking, 
they all disappeared. Under any other circum- 
stances Konald's curiosity would have been 
roused, and he would have jumped up and fol- 
lowed them, but a small brown head was raised, 
and a certain tear-stained face was turned to his, 
s^nd he could think of nothing else. 

*' Can't I do anything for you?" he said 
hoarsely. 

" No one can help me ; and though all the 
world talk of it, I must be silent." 

^^ You can't have heard anything to-night ? " 
he said, in growing wonder. 

She nodded. 

^' Then tell me ; " and his voice shook with 
eagerness; *'I ought to know. What was it? 
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Could it — could it have been about me ? " — ^in a 
whisper, as if the leaves must not hear. 

"No " — ^in quiet surprise. " It was a woman 
who said it; and she knew where to hit me 
hardest." 

" Could it be Eaven ? " 

" Yes ; my husband " — ^bitterly, as if . the 
mention of his name opened a fresh wound. 

** Your husband ?" he said softly ; " surely he 
might be safe." A pause. " Tell me all ; it may 
"be better for you and him in the end. Kemember, 
I am the friend of both." 

" I know it. You have proved it a thousand 
times." 

" Then trust me again." 

** My duty as a wife forbids it." 

"You have a duty to me as your friend. 
Don't you acknowledge it ? " Bending forward, 
he looked pleadingly into her eyes. 

Her lip trembled ; she tried to look away, but 
his eyes seemed to chain hers. They were sad 
and troubled, and his face had lost its calm. 
"Captain Egerton," she cried impulsively, "I 
have no right to blame him ; he loved her long 
ago, before he ever heard my name ! " 

" Then it's the old story about Lady Tre- 
vellyan," he said slowly. "I should have 
thought that a malicious woman would have 
invented something newer." 
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" It is no invention. What am J, to make 
him forget her — the loveliest woman in Eng- 
land?" 

*^ His wife ; and that is more than enough for 
Eaven. Can you, who know him so well, doubt 
that ? In sight, or out of sight, you may trust 
him, as you would yourself. Neither by a wish 
nor a thought, wiU he go beyond the straight line 
of duty. Made of better stuff than most of us, 
he is out of the reach of temptations — ^to which 
some succumb." His voice, which had been 
raised in earnest defence of his friend, sank 
mournfully to the end. 

*' But if a man once loves with all the strength 
of his nature, do you think he ever forgets ? " 

"But do we ever love with all the strength 
of our nature ? I hope not ; or where should 
we be, if our love went wrong ? Some men find 
it hard to forget, and others feel it equally diffi- 
cult to remember." 

" Basil is amongst the first," she said, with a 
mournful smile ; " and you, I fancy, must belong 
to the second." 

" I ? Of all men in the world, I am the most 
faithful," he exclaimed, in indignant surprise. 
" Have you ever seen me waver for half an 
evening ? Have I not been your faithful friend 
and adviser ever since the first day of our 
acquaintance ? " 



UNDER THE WILLOW. 187 

" Ah, yes ; but then friendship is so 
diflerent." 

" So different, that they are sometimes taken 
for one another," he went on, with growing 
bitterness ; ^^ and then the fool who has made the 
mistake, pays for it with the happiness of his 
life." 

" I know it ; " and she clasped her hands in 
an access of pain. " And isn't it enough to make 
me curse the day that I was born, to find that I 
am a burthen and a dragging tie, when I was 
Billy enough to think I might be his joy ! " 

He looked bewildered. *^ I was not talking 
of Eaven." 

" Yes, you were. He has made the mistake, 
and he pays for it every day of his life. He 
thought he could forget her, but he can't. Every 
week they are thrown together ; he " 

'* That would make no difference to him. 
He has the strength of wUl and the strength of 
principle of a moral giant. Every feeUng is 
under subjection, and he is not liable, like other 
men, to be blown here and there by every gust 
of passion. Eaven is the best man I know, 
barring my brother." 

** And you are the best of friends." 

** He doesn't think so. Sometimes — ^lately — 
I think he hates me." 

** Captain Egerton ! " The colour slowly 
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stole into her cheeks, and she rose from the seat, 
remembering all too vividly that her absence 
might be remarked. 

** He has no reason to, Heaven knows. But 
when I am no longer here to bother him, he may 
think of me with some of his old kindness." 

" You are not going away ? " She looked up 
at him in dismay. 

His face was white, and beneath his firir 
moustaches his hp trembled. " I think so." 

" Oh, don't ; I shall miss you so terribly;" 
and she put out her hand as if to stop him. 

He held it in both his own. On the brink of 
separation, his heart was dangerously weak. He 
thought of Guthbert and his timely wamings. 
If he had only heeded them before it was too 
late I - 

Growing nervous, she tried to withdraw her 
hand, as her eyes sank before the intense wist- 
fulness of his. 

'^ I shall never ask it again," he muttered, in 
hurried excuse, and raised it to his lips. 

At that instant steps came round the comer; 
a loud rustle was heard in the bushes, every leaf 
and branch seemed to quiver, and with a crash 
of breaking stems a huge form stepped slowly 
and majestically on to the dewy grass, and stood 
before them in unmoved contemplation. Good 
<jod ! it was a lion escaped from the Zoological 
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-ardens, and the men he had seen before were 
jgnizant of his escape. Natural instinct made 
onald place himself in front of Brenda, who was 
>solutely petrified with terror, and after feeling 
1 vain for his sword, which he had left in the 
lUroom, he wrenched an -iron stake, which sup- 
>rted the branches of the willow from the 
round, and held it as a lance or shield before 
Lm. With eyes fixed on the animal's glaring 
jreballs, he waited with set teeth for the onset. 
here was a sound of hurrying feet in every 
irection; but he saw nothing but the great 
east, who stood perfectly still, doubtful whether 
) advance or retreat. One bound, and they 
light both be dead. If he could but defend her 
-and die ! 

Men were stealing stealthily from the back- 
round with a huge net, ready to snare the lion, 
* possible ; others had their guns pointed to shoot 
im, if necessary. Every breath was held in the 
loment of awful suspense. Some one stepped 
irward unwarily, and a woman screamed. As if 
Qgered by the sound, the Hon began to lash the 
round with its tail. A keeper, scenting danger, 
>wered the muzzle of his gun. The beast bent 
own his huge head and gave a roar, which 
tLOok the ground ; and then, gathering himself 
Dgether, rose with a sudden spring. The iron 
take snapped like a ramrod, his hot breath came 
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upon Konald's cheek, and without a cry, he i^as 
flung down on the ground at the feet of the 
woman he had tried to save. Shot after shot 
rang in the air. The lion, who always hesitates 
before seizing his prey, rolled over, before he had 
time to use his claws. A man, with more courage 
than the rest, rushed forward, and, snatching a 
gun from the keeper next him, fired a volley at 
close quarters right into the beast's mighty head. 
The huge limbs quivered, the broad chest heaved, 
and with a sigh of passing strength, the lion was 
dead! 

All had passed in the space of a minute ; but 
sixty seconds to those who were watching the 
chances of life or death had seemed as many 
hours. Having given the beast his coup de graces 
Lord Kavenhill, who had just arrived in time, 
caught his wife to his breast, as she was in the 
act of falling, with arms pitifully outstretched to 
the man lying at her feet. Eonald's head was 
resting on the edge of her satin train. Nieder- 
lohe lifted it with care, and turned the white face 
upward to the light. 

*' MonDieu / " he muttered, " the poor fellow 
is dead." 

Now that there was no danger, an eager crowd 
gathered round, and looked with curious eyes at 
the scene. 

'* Not dead! " said Lord Eavenhill, hoarsely. 
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" He canH be dead — only stunned." Only a few 
minutes before he had doubted his loyalty ; now 
he would give his right hand to call him back to 
life. "Amongst aU these people isn't there a 
single doctor ? " 

" Yes, sir ; I am Dr. Weston, at your service," 
and some one came forward in the grotesque 
costume of the Lieutenant du Diable, and kneel- 
ing down with a professional air, he unbuttoned 
the dark-green uniform, and laid his hand on 
Ronald's heart. 

Breathless silence ! Every head bent forward ; 
the light of the silver lamp streamed down on 
the glistening satin of Brenda's dress, as, un- 
conscious of all that was passing, she drooped 
like a broken flower, supported by her husband's 
encircKng arm — on the silver badge of the 
soldier's pouch-belt — on his yeUow hair soaked 
with blood — on the upturned, deathly, white- 
ness of his face as he lay on the grass before 
her. And only those two so principally con- 
cerned were unconscious of the absorbing interest 
of the moment. 

Dr. "Weston raised his head. " There is a 
feeble fluttering at the heart. He Kves, but for 
how long I can't say." 

"But he was only knocked down; thehon 
was shot before it had time to injure him/ said 
Basil, eagerly. 
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" I think his friends have more to answer for 
than the beast;" and he smiled, sardonically. 
*' There is a bullet in his shoulder ; and it is the 
bullet which will kill him. If you are a friend 
of the gentleman's, sir, I advise you to have him 
carried home at once." 

Lord Eavenhill's heart swelled as he looked 
down on the man who had been his friend from 
boyhood. Were they to part thus — ^without a 

word or a handshake? Countess K , with 

the tears running down her cheeks, offered her 
carriage for Egerton's use. It was a landau, 
therefore more suitable for the purpose than the 
Eavenhills' brougham. Niederlohe, Vivian, and 
a host of others volunteered to go with him. 
Edith and Fitz-herbert, who had come up when 
aU was over, and stood transfixed with horror 
on the edge of the crowd, were beckoned to the 
front. 

" Here, Bertie, you go with him ; I must 
take Brenda home. You know where Cuthbert 
Egerton lives ; let him be fetched at once, and 
Dr. Martin. I will come round so soon as I 
have placed her in safety" — with a look at his 
wife. ^' And, Edith, keep close. You needn't be 
frightened, child. She isn't hurt." After a few 
more directions. Lord Eavenhill hurried off, 
being feverishly anxious to carry Brenda away 
from the inquisitive eyes of the crowd. 
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He strained her to his chest convulsively, as 
he threaded his way through the lamplit gardens 
to the gates. Only ten minutes ago, in the 
bitterness of his heart, as he saw her under the 
wiUow-tree with her hand raised to Eonald's lips, 
he had thought she was unworthy of his love ; 
now that he had so nearly lost her, he realized 
for the first time what life would be without her, 
and, worthy or unworthy, he knew that he loved 
her with his whole heart. " God be thanked ! " 
he murmured, as he stooped his head to kiss her. 

" Did you speak ? " said Edith, timidly. 

"No," he answered shortly — ^Uke all English- 
men, anxious to hide his emotions. 



VOL. m. 



194 A POOL FOB mS PAINS. 



CHAPTEE XXI. 



DAKTMOOB. 



It is a long jonmey, under the most favourable 
circumstances, from Waterloo to Tavistock, the 
nearest station to the convict prison at Prince- 
town ; and it seemed utterly interminable to 
Flora TreveUyan, when every hour of delay 
might make it too late for her to see her brother 
in Hfe. Amply provided with books and papers, 
she could not read a word, but sat with her 
hands clasped together, and her hps often moviDg 
in prayer. All through the sorrows of her past, 
religion had been her only support, the one com- 
fort to which she could turn without the chance 
of a rebuff. Without its calming influence, her 
troubled brain must have given way; and she 
wondered how others could get through the 
trials of the world without its abiding stay. 
Captain Balfour, and such men as he, did they 
give one thought to the joys of heaven, when 
they sold their souls for the perishable things of 
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axth ? Had Charlie thought of his God, when 
tie face of man was turned from him in scorn ? 

" This is Honiton, Flora ? " Her husband's 
oice roused her from her reverie. *' The tower 
f St. Michael's looks weU from the top of the 
ill, doesn't it ? but it must be a pull to church 
)r the asthmatic members of the congregation." 

She murmured an assent, and looked with 
idifferent eyes, first at the church and the 
ishop of LlandaflFs obeUsk, and then at the tall 
hdmneys of the iron founderies, potteries, etc., 
hioh disfigure the neighbourhood of the lace- 
laking town. 

They both got out at Exeter, and had some 
incheon. After a short walk up and down the 
latform, they resumed their places, sighed, 
iwned, and consulted their watches. Would the 
>umey ever be ended ? 

Sir PhiKp again tried to interest his wife. 
Dinting to a fine spire at Crediton ; a celebrated 
•out-stream a little farther on ; but he saw it 
as of no use, and presently relapsed into silence, 
'Mch was not broken tiU the train wound slowly 
)und a curve into the picturesque town of 
avistock. There was no time lost in getting 
at. Sir Philip's hand was on the handle of the 
oor before the station was entered, and he gave 
a exclamation of surprise as he caught sight of 
well-known figure standing on the platform. 
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** I thought you would come by this," said 
Lord Eavenhill, with a smile, as he held out his 
hand to Lady Trevellyan. 

She looked up into his face with an eager 
inquiry in her eyes, which her lips refused to 
utter. 

" Better ; the sight of you will do more to 
revive him than anything else. Give him some 
hope, and I feel sure he will pull through." 

" Hope ! " said Sir Philip, *^ we can do more 
than that ; " and in a few words he told him 
suflBcient to show that Charlie's silence was ex- 
plained, and the real culprit discovered. 

** There is a fly at the door with a pair of 
horses, so you shall lose no time ; " and Basil, 
after expressing his amazement, turned to Flora, 
with ready sympathy for her impatience. 

'* We are sure to see him ? " 

" Yes, sure ; I have spoken to Major , and 

he expects you." 

" The only thing we have to do is to send the 
necessary proofs in to the Home Secretary as 
fast as we can ; " and Sir PhiHp followed his wife 
to the carriage. 

*'Yes; I will see about it the first thing 
to-morrow morning. Good-bye." 

*' Are you not coming with us ? " they both 
asked in surprise. 

''No. My train starts in a quarter of an 
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aotir. I have an engagement at home, and I 
nnst not disappoint my wife ; " and, after earnest 
;hanks from one at least, he turned back into 
jhe station. 

Seated in the open fly, with the pure, sweet 
lir of the moor blowing in her face, Flora 
Frevellyan breathed again. She had no eye for 
3he interesting points in the landscape, with the 
^rand old Tors on the left, looking blue in the 
iffcemoon shadows ; the leafy birchwood on 
bhe right ; the Tavy swollen with last week's 
rain. They came back to her in after years as 
i picture burnt on her brain ; but she saw 
nothing now of moor, or peak, or silver stream ; 
3nly in the distance a massive pile of buildings, 
seated on the slopes of South Hessery Tor, 
guarded by walls and watch-towers, and every 
device that man could suggest for the safe 
keeping of his fellow-man. 

As they drove along the broad military road 
which surrounds the high walls, and stopped 
before the granite gateway, with its noble motto, 
" Parcere Subjectis," on the keystone. Flora's 
heart sank, and with a sudden feeling as if she 
dared not enter for fear of what she might find 
within, she sat stUl, though Sir PhiUp was hold- 
ing out his hand to help her to alight. 

It was not the usual hour for visiting, but the 
order was taken into Major , the governor, 
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who came out to receive them. In consequence 
of the special circumstances of the case, an 
exception was made in their favour. 

** And how is Tremayne ? " inquired Sir Philip, 
anxiously, after a few commonplaces had been 
exchanged. 

Major looked puzzled. '' Ah, 382, you 

mean. I remember. We have nothing but 
numbers here — no names. He is a httle stronger 
to-day, according to the doctor's report. Tba 
visit of his friend Lord EavenhiU seemed to Ao 
him good ; but you shall judge for yourselves." 

He led them past the belt of gardens and tlv^ 
parade-ground to a second gateway, which i^ 
never left unguarded by day or night. Passing 
through this, the governor pointed to a long rov^ 
of buildings, four storeys high, as the dormitorie ^ 
where the prisoners were lodged at night, ancS^ 
in the day, when not at work or chapel; bufc^ 
in consequence of illness, 382 had been remove 
to the infirmary. 

Flora walked by his side as in a dream 
the massive walls, the heavy locks, the barre 
windows, the guards, and watch-towers bringin 
before her mind so vividly the utter hopelessnes 
and helplessness of convict life that she 
choked and oppressed, as if the heavy iron an 
mortar were Kterally weighing on her chest. 
She let her husband ask all the necessary''" 
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questions as to the cause of Charlie's illness, 
and his actual state, listening to the answers, 
it is true, but taking no part in the conversa- 
tion. 

It appeared that convicts, on their first 
arrival, if in ordinary health, and suffering from 
no physical infirmity, were set to work on the 
bogs. No. 382 took his turn at peat-cutting 
like the rest, and worked with a vigour that 
surprised his guards. The surgeon, fearing that 
he was overtaxing his strength, suggested that 
he should be set to some hghter work in the 
quarry; but any change of the kind is against 
the custom of the place, until the convict has 
become, by hard labour for a year and strict at- 
tention to discipUne, what is called a " privileged 
man." 382 made no complaint, and toiled 
diligently through cold and heat, probably, as 
his sister thought with an aching heart, to 
drown his wretchedness in the lethargy of utter 
exhaustion, and win the freedom of the grave. 
A violent storm had raged over the moor at the 
beginning of the preceding week, and the gang 
with whom he was working came back to the 
prison soaked to the skin. None of the others 
had suffered, but 382 caught cold ; inflammation 
of the lungs set in, and his fever was so high 

that Major thought it advisable to telegraph 

at once to Lord Eavenhill. 
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" His pulse has gone down, and there is 
nothing now to fear but weakness." 

*^But surely, with youth in his favour, he 
will soon recover his strength ? " and Sir Phihp 
stood aside to let his wife pass up the flight of 
stone steps to the infirmary. 

'* You must recollect that Kfe does not seem 
a very desirable thing in a convict prison." 

" No ; I understand that. But there is every 
prospect of Tremayne being released before the 
week is up." 

" In that case, hope may save his life. Tell 
him that he will be free, and that will do him 
more good than any medicine. This way, Lady 
TreveUyan." 

In another minute, she was standing by the 
bedside of 382, looking down, through a mist of 
tears, at a close-cropped head and a haggard 
face, that seemed but a horrible travesty of the 
good-looking, bright-eyed young feUow who went 
by the name of Charlie Tremayne. Unmindful 
of the eyes that watched, she shpped down on 
her knees, with a httle wail of pain. 

" Charlie," she said timidly, as she laid her 
hand on the thin fingers which appeared over 
the edge of the coverlet. 

A slow smile crept round the drooping mouth ; 
a sudden light of recognition into the large eyes, 
dim with the hopelessness of months ; a cavernous 
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oice came jfrom the pale lips — " Flora ! " That 
as all ; and then, with a quiver of joy, the two 
Lces met. 

Major considerately walked away; the 

arder stood motionless at the end of the 
)om ; Sir Philip waited in awestruck silence, 
is worldly but kindly heart touched to the 
3re. 

A long silence, broken by Charlie as, with 
•embling fingers, he stroked his sister's lovely 
kce. *' I'm glad to have seen you once." 

" Yes, dear " — with a catch in her breath like 
strangled sob. ''Once to-day, and again to- 
Lorrow, and then we shaU be always together.'* 

" Not yet. Philip will be wanting you ; you 
in't be spared." 

"No; but Philip will be with us. He is 
ere. Don't you see him ? " 

Trevellyan bent forward and extended his 
and. Tears, unaccustomed to such a resting- 
lace, were in his eyes. " God bless you," he 
Lurmured hoarsely, his heart swelling with the 
lought that it was love for his own wife that 
ad brought the poor feUow to this. 

" EavenhiU was here this morning. He said 
ou were coming, but I never thought you 
•ould." 

" Charlie ! When you were ill, did you think 
e could keep away ? " 
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" I don't know. TouVe kept away for half a 
year, isn't it ? It seems like a hundred." 

*^ That was my fault," said Sir Philip, in a 
deep voice unhke his own. " I thought you had 
disgraced us, and — now I find that it was for 
Flora's sake you suffered, and " 

** Who told you? " — breathlessly, as a slight 
tinge of colour came into the wasted cheeks, 
and he shook with eagerness. 

** The letters proved it. They were forgeries, 
every one of them." 

*^ Forgeries ! " With a gasp, he sank back 
on his pillow. 

**Yes. You were Balfour's dupe; but now 
he shall pay for it, and you will be set free." 

** Balfour ! Free I " he murmured inco- 
herently, the moisture gathering on his white 
face through excess of agitation. 

One of the warders, who acted as nurse, 
stepped forward, and put a glass of something 
restorative to his parted lips. 

*' Yes, darling," said Flora, soothingly. " And 
as soon as the pardon comes, we will take you 
back with us to London, and nurse you so well 
that you will be strong as ever in a few weeks* 
time." 

*^It would be nice;" and he gave a Httle 
smile. It seemed as if his hps, so long attuned 
to sadness, had almost lost the power of framing 
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a sign of joy. " But, don't be angry, I've prayed 
so hard to die — I think I shall." 

*' Oh no ! " cried Flora, in a spasm of terror. 
" You must not, shall not, die 1 Oh, not till we 
have been happy together for a great many 
years ; not till we have made up to you all the 
horrible pain of the last endless months ! Think 
of Kose Dynevor, whose only hope in life is to 
see you free 1 Think of me 1 " 

**Rose?" he repeated slowly, " was she sorry ? 
Did she care ? " 

" Care ! She nearly broke her heart ; and 
she will break it, if you won't come back to her. 
Oh, Charhe, try to live, for her sake and mine ! " 
She looked imploringly into his wasted face, and 
a tear trickled slowly down his cheek. 

" I hope the pardon will be here by the end 
^of the week," said Sir Philip, cheerfully. " Your 
friends have been working hard to clear you ; and 
all the Foreign Office fellows will give you an 
ovation when you arrive in town. You must get 
up your strength, for I should not be surprised 
if you had to sign an affidavit before long." 

"They are very kind. You must thank 
them." 

" No ; you shall thank them yourself. Come, 
Charlie, you must not disappoint us. Flora 
will have a capital time for nursing you before 
October, when we go to Paris. We have given 
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np Eome, so we shall always be at han^ to look 
after you, only just across the water." 

A great longing came into the heavy eyes. 
Life that had been so dismal, that the grave 
looked bright in contrast, seemed fair enough 
now to tempt him ; but he could not in one 
moment shake off the horror of months. The 
shame and the bitterness had eaten into his 
soul. Would Kose — ^would any one — speak to 
him, with the felon's brand upon his skin ? 

"It was Kose who saw Captain BaHbur 
coining out of PhiKp's lodgings after you left," 
said Flora, trying to rouse him ; " and it is her 
great joy to think that her evidence wiU be of 
use in clearing you." 

** Would she care to notice me, after this?" 
he said doubtfully. 

" Of course she would ! The story of your* 
noble self-sacrifice — oh, Charlie ! " — and her lip 
trembled — " it breaks my heart to think of it— 
wiU make you a perfect hero in her eyes. She 
has grown so quiet and sad, you would scarcely 
know her ; but your release will make her happier 
than ever, and bring back the colour to her poor 
white cheeks." 

*^ But I have been a fool and a felon. Philip, 
can they ever forget it ? " 

" No; but they will honour you for it, more 
than any other man in England." 
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" And I could go back to my place at the 
Bee, without a stain ? " 

"Without a stain; and G , who knows 

le story, would be sure to promote you at 



ice," 



A great trembling came over him. Could 
3 reaUy take all this joy into his hands and 
rasp it ? 

In his enfeebled condition any excitement 
as overpowering, and he lay back with closed 
jres, utterly exhausted. 

The doctor, who had entered unperceived, 
;epped forward and laid his finger on Charlie's 
alse. "I think, in kindness to him, you had 
Btter retire," he said gravely. *^ After the 
aforced silence that is practised here, conver- 
ition of any kind is very trying." 

Flora stooped to lay a kiss upon her brother's 
>rehead. 

" Good-bye," he murmured. 

" Not good-bye, dear," — ^with a sudden pang. 
We are coming back to-morrow." 

No answer ; and so, with a long, loving look, 
he left the room, followed by her husband. A 
rarder conducted them downstairs, as no visitors 
re allowed to wander about the place unac- 
ompanied by some one belonging to the staff. 
?he governor met them by the inner gate, and 
,sked if they would care to walk round the 
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prison. Sir Philip accepted the offer readily; 
so they were first taken to the chapel, where 
service is held every week-day at half-past six, 
and a second service on Sundays. It is a plain 
building, but little ornamented, capable of hold- 
ing a thousand people. The convicts sit on 
benches on the ground floor, faced by a long row 
of warders, and backed by a detachment of the 
civil guard, with loaded rifles, ready for service 
at a moment's notice. The two officers in 
charge sit in square pews on either side, and 
the rest of the officers in a gallery at the west 
end. 

" The harmonium is played by the school- 
master, and the singing is unusually sonorous 
from the number of male voices that join in it," 
said the major, leading the way across the wide 
parade-ground to that part of the prison which 
is called the dormitories. 

Each of these dormitories contains sufficient 
accommodation for two hundred convicts. The 
cells run down the centre of an enormous room, 
back to back. Every convict has a separate 
cell ; and Flora looked with tearful eyes at No. 
382, and thought of the long hours of soKtude, 
silence, and despair that Charlie had passed 
within its narrow compass. It was only seven 
feet long — just one foot longer than his own 
body— four feet wide, and seven feet high. A 
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hammock-bed, which when in use must have 
nearly filled up the tiny room, was neatly rolled 
ap; two shelves, a board which might be 
atilized as a desk, a hand-brush, and a basin, 
composed the furniture ; an aperture at the end, 
Bmd a space underneath the door, served as 
irentilators ; a single pane of semi-opaque glass 
did duty for a window ; and a hole in the door, 
about the size of half a crown, was used as a 
spy-hole by the warder in charge. The floor 
was slate ; the walls, or rather sides, of cor- 
rugated iron ;' the door of wood. 

It looked cheerless enough in summer; in 
winter, the mere sight of it would chill you to 
the bone. 

The Trevellyans turned away in silence. No 
wonder that Charhe had longed to die 1 

Major excused himself for not taking 

them over the school, bake-houses, workshops, 
etc., but he was obhged to leave them to see 
after his duties. The convicts, in separate gangs, 
were returning from their work, as, still under 
the charge of a warder, they walked towards the 
gateway. The privileged men wore breeches, 
shirts, and waistcoats of blue serge, with red 
arrows all over it, and small Scotch caps fitting 
close to their heads ; but the ordinary colour 
worn by the larger number is dingy yellow, 
striped with broad bands of grey. Flora shud- 
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dered as they passed, most of them with the 
stoop of the hopeless in their bent backs, and 
the suUen look of the despondent in their dim 
eyes, as, staring straight before them, they went 
by, without the energy or the interest to cast a 
glance at the beautiful woman looking at them 
so pitifully, as she pictured her brother in their 
midst. Good God! to think of Charhe, with 
close-cropped hair and that hideous garb, one 
amongst that awful herd of human sheep ! 

" Let us go," she gasped. " This place gives 
me the nightmare. I shall see it always in mj 
dreams." 
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CHAPTEK XXII- 



HOPE. 



The Trevellyans put up at the Bedford Arms, an 
imposing-looking hotel in the Elizabethan style, 
built on the foundations of the ruined abbey- 
house. The loquacious landlord entertained Sir 
Philip, when he strolled out into the garden to 
smoke his after-dinner cigar, with an account of 
the past glories of Tavistock Abbey, which was 
begun in obedience to a dream by Ordgar, Earl 
of Devon, in 961, and completed by his son, 
Ordulph the Giant, twenty years afterwards. 
But he scarcely cared to listen, as Mr. Smith 
pointed with pride to the old refectory, with its 
arched porch, just outside the garden walls, 
where, instead of tonsured monks gathering 
round a table with knives and forks, dissenters, 
whether bald or hairy, met together, Bible in 
hand, for a service of prayer. 

Early the next morning they started for the 
prison, and through the kindness of the governor 

TOL. in. p 
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were allowed to proceed to the infirmary at 
once. 

Charlie was asleep, and they stole softly to 
his bedside for fear of waking him. Perfectly 
motionless, except for the quick breathing, 
which raised his chest at irregular intervals, 
they were able to see more clearly than the day 
before how greatly he was altered. Of course 
there are few things more disfiguring than a^ 
moustache or beard cut roughly out of shape by 
a pair of scissors ; but setting this aside, the 
face was scarcely recognizable. The conscious- 
ness of having done a noble deed had elevated 
his character, and his habitual expression of 
easy indifference had changed into one of en- 
durance and resolution. The weakness had 
vanished, and so in a great measure had the 
beauty; but in its place there was something 
better, which showed to his loving sister, as she 
looked down on him with fondly admiring eyes, 
that, if he were only spared to her, she would 
no longer have to be the guide, the would-be 
Providence of her brother. 

His eyes, opening slowly, looked straight 
into hers. " Then it wasn't a dream ? " 

^'What, dear?" 

*^ That you came yesterday ; that — ^that— I 
am to be free ? " 

" No dream, but a blessed reality. Philip 



HOPE. 211 

and I will never rest tQl we can have you 
with us." 

" And the letters — ^you never wrote them ? " 

"Balfour forged them," said Sir Philip, with 
a frown. 

" Ah ! " — ^with a deep breath of relief. " They 
were the worst of all! I got so dazed last 
night, I could not tell if you had been here 
really;" and he held her hand in a tighter 
grasp than the day before. 

" I want you to teU me, in as few words as 
possible, how it all happened. Tell me from the 
beginning, when Balfour first gave you the 
eheque." 

Sir Philip sat down on the bed ; whilst Flora 
knelt as before, with her head resting on the 
pillow close beside her brother's. 

With many halts between — ^for talking after 
long months of silence is very tiring — Charlie 
told his tale. Trevellyan hung on every word, 
and took notes from time to time, afraid of 
forgettiQg some detail of importance, the absence 
of which might break the chain of evidence. 

" I think we have enough, not only to clear 
you, but to convict him," he said cheerily, as he 
put his pencil and paper back into his pocket. 
" It will be rather a joke, won't it, for you to 
turn the tables upon him, and appear in the 
witness-box against him ? " 
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A sKght colour stole into Tremayne's cheeks. 
*^ I could not do that," he said slowly. 

A look of blank amazement came upon Sir 
Philip's features. "In the name of Heaven, 
why not?" 

"Because he was once my friend. It may 
be folly, but whatever he has done I can't 
forget it." 

" FoUy ! it's utter madness ! The greater 
your friendship, so much the greater his base- 
ness. But we will let that be till you look a 
little less washed out, and a little more fit to be 
contradicted." 

" Yes ; we can afford to let Captain Balfour 
wait," said Flora, gently. " Nothing will matter 
when once you are free." 

" Free ! " he repeated, as if he loved the 
word. " Free to come and go, to talk, to laugh, 
as I used to do. Think, Flora; how many 
months is it since I've heard the sound of a 
laugh ? " 

She shivered. " Don't think of it. We shall 
all be so happy in the future, that we shall 
giggle from morning to night." 

'^ Eavenhill is a good fellow," he said sud- 
denly. *^ And I did him such injustice 1 " 

" And me too," murmured Flora, as she hid 
her blushing cheeks in the pillow. 

"Yes; I know. It hurt me more than all 
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the rest, I think I should have gone mad" — 
his lips trembled — "if it had not been for the 
chaplain. You ought to shake him by the hand 
before you go.'* 

" We will be sure to look him up when we 
come to fetch you," said Sir Phihp ; " but we 
cannot wait to-day. Come, Flora, the warder 
says our time is up." 

She raised her head, and threw her arms 
round her brother's neck, looking long and 
passionately into his face. " And when we 
come, you will be strong and well, won't you ? " 

** If I can ; " and he returned her look with a 
smile, brighter than any which had hghted his 
wasted face as yet, since prison walls had cast 
their shadows over it. 

" Good-bye for a few days," said Sir Phihp, 
grasping his hand. " Keep up your heart, and 
soon we shall come back to carry you off." 

** My love, my darling ! " murmured Flora. 
" It's only for a short time — is it ? " With an 
indescribable yearning in her heart, she tore 
herself away and joined her husband. What if 
the pardon should come too late — release to a 
spirit that had flown ! 

They were just in time for the 12.29 train, 
which steamed up to the platform as they drove 
into the station yard. The journey home was 
pleasanter than the journey down, when the 
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gloomiest forebodings had filled lier Tniiid ; but 
she could not help a lingering feeling of dread, 
as she recalled her last look at Charlie's face bs 
he sank back, exhausted, after the agitating 
interview. His life seemed to hang on so frail a 
thread that the slightest shock might break it« 

It was not till they «,rrived at Yeoford 
Junction that Sir Philip was able to procure 
a paper, which gave but a very bald account of 
the f6te in the Botanical Gardens, and the 
accident that had cast a shadow over its gaiety. 
The first Globe that he captured, much nearer 
to London, gave the right names, and he roused 
Flora from her abstraction to Usten to the 
misadventures which had befallen her friends. 

*^ Not a pleasant thing for Ravenhill to see 
his wife's name coupled with Egerton's. I 
wonder if he is too absorbed to go after Charlie's 
business ? " 
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CHAPTEE XXIII. 



FORGIVEN. 



Bhenda looked up eagerly into Lord Raveiiliill*s 
ferce, as he came into her boudoir, after passing 
the small portion of the night that was left after 
the" accident, at Captain Egerton's lodgings. 
She had got up earher than usual, in spite of 
her exhaustion, feeling that she could not rest 
in bed till she knew if Ronald were alive or 
dead. Now that her husband had come she did 
not dare to ask, and the question died on her 
Ups. 

"He is better; there is some chance of 
recovery, as the bullet has been extracted 
successfully, and the internal hasmorrhage has 
ceased ; " and he threw himself down wearily in 
a chair. 

Unable to control herself, Brenda burst into 
tears. He stretched his hand after the papers, 
which were lying on the table. Out of mere 
habit he took them up to read, though his 
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thoughts were husy with something else than 
their print. He frowned as he heard his wife's 
sobs, although his heart told him that they were 
perfectly natural. K she had not shed a tear, 
he would have accused her of want of feeHng. 

"Is he conscious ? Does he know what has 
happened? Is his brother with him?" she 
asked between her sobs. 

"He was conscious when I left, and Cuth- 
bert was reading him to sleep. The love of 
those two brothers for each other is something 
wonderful ; it goes to your heart." He stopped 
abruptly. 

"It shows that there is good in both of 
them, doesn't it ? " 

"Yes; Cuthbert is as near perfection as a 
man can be, and Eonald was a good fellow. He 
had his faults, of course." 

"Yes; but you were always fond of him, 
weren't you?" she said earnestly. "He was 
talking of you so kindly only last night." 

"Last night under the willow?" and he 
raised his eyes to hers searchiugly, remembering 
what he had seen, and wondering what he 
might have heard if he had been nearer. 

"Yes. But who is coming to nurse him?" 
she asked, her thoughts reverting to his present 
position. 

"They have telegraphed for his mother; 
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and, meanwhile, Lady Grenville has installed 
herself as head nurse. I suspect Ronald would 
prefer not to change — between his mother and 
her two sons there is Uttle sympathy." 

"Poor fellow!" and her eyes filled with 
tears. It seemed so hard to sit there and do 
nothing for him, when instinct told her that the 
patient would have preferred her services to any 
other. 

Lord Eavenhill knew what she must be 
thinking, and the thought angered him. He 
turned to his paper. 

There was silence for some time. What had 
Captain Egerton meant by his hint of approach- 
ing departure? and what had made him so 
unlike himseK for most of the preceding even- 
ing? Ruminating over these speculations, she 
lay quite still on the sofa, with her hands 
clasped, and her eyes shut. Presently she was 
startled by a loud exclamation from her husband, 
who crushed the newspaper in his hand and 
flung it on the carpet. 

"Just as I expected — your name and his 
coupled together in every gossiping paper in the 
town I " He *got up and planted himself on the 
hearthrug, his brows meeting over his flashing 
eyes. " By my soul ! it is more than a man can 
stand ! " 

Brenda turned hot and cold in turn. 
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" To think tliat I cannot turn my back for a 
day and a half, without my wife compromising 
herself by her own extraordinary folly and dis- 
obedience I " 

Deeply conscious of her fault, she hung her 
head in shame. 

" If I had never warned you, it would have 
been different; but I had, and it was because 
I thought that I could trust you that I never 
spoke again.** He went on with concentrated 
passion, *' After that warning I should have no 
more thought of your going to a ball under his 
escort " 

" Edith was with me, and Bertie." 

" Edith ! a girl younger than yourself— 
about as capable of being a chaperone as a baby 
in arms ; and Bertie, who is too giddy and 
light-headed even to take care of himself." 

She did not attempt to defend herself. Slow 
tears trickled down her cheeks and into her lap, 
spoiling the ribbons which adorned the front 
of her peignoir ; but she did not heed them. 
Her near approach to death had shaken her out 
of her morbid fancies ; and she longed to be 
reconciled to her husband, longed to feel his 
sheltering arm cast round her, and to rest her 
weary head upon his heart, even whilst she told 
herself that she deserved his scorn. 

Lord EavenhiUs position was to the last 
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extent exasperating. His indignation was just ; 
and yet on either hand he was bound not to 
show it. The man who had injured him, as 
he thought, could scarcely be abused on his 
death-bed ; and his wife, after her narrow escape 
from a horrible death, and plunged as she was 
into grief by Egerton's danger, seemed to 
have special claims upon his tenderness. He 
chewed the end of his moustaches in savage 
Bilenoe. 

On reaching his home late the evening before, 
he had been enraged to hear that his wife had 
g^one off to the Austrian fete without hirrij and 
with the man whose attentions she had promised 
to discourage. He followed as quickly as he 
could, hoping that his presence, however late, 
might stop the mouth of scandal. His ticket 
was on the mantelpiece in the Ubrary, so there 
wafi no difficulty about entrance, although the 
gatekeepers looked surprised at his plain evening 
salt, which he had been in no mood to give up 
for a fancy costume. Striding through the 
gardens with rapid steps, he soon reached the 
dancing tent, where he saw Edith Havergel 
waltzing with Godfrey Grenville. Brenda was 
nowhere to be seen. He turned away, determined 
to find her ; but his search might have been 
long and tedious if Mrs. Muncaster, whose spirit 
of mischief never slept, had not spied him out, 
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and, creeping on tiptoe to his side, wliispered 
in his ear — 

" Love-birds seek a hidden nest — 
You will not find them with the rest ; 
Beneath the willow's sheltering shade 
Love-vows are so qoicklj made." 

She had gone before he could stop her ; but 
he recognized the voice, and hated it, even 
whilst he acted on its suggestion. After wander- 
ing about in the semi-twQight of lamp-lit night, 
he came upon the willow-tree, and saw Eonald 
in the act of raising his wife's hand to his lips. 
As he stepped forward in ungovernable fury, rage 
was turned to horror, and horror to overmastering 
grief ; and he knew not whether to love or hate 
the friend who was dying at his feet. 

The same emotions were on him now — ^rage 
fighting with sorrow, the friendship of boyhood 
and manhood in one, protesting against the 
fierce hatred of a recent hour. If Eonald 
Egerton lived, he would know how to deal with 
him ; but if he died, he had no heart to desecrate 
the peace of his grave. 

His gloomy eyes rested doubtfully on his 
wife. She looked so white and wan, with dark 
circles under her eyes, no colour in her cheeks, 
still wet with tears, and a pitiful expression of 
woe in the drooping comers of her mouth. It 
seemed the act of a savage to hurl reproaches 
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at a poor little head which bent so humbly to 
receive them; and yet how could he let such 
things pass by without a word, as if he were 
careless of his honour ? 

To Brenda, the silence became intolerable. 
All sorts of fancies came into her mind as to 
what her husband might be brooding over for 
her punishment, and her heart went down in 
closest proximity to her shoes. The most 
dreadful sentence might fall from his lips, if she 
could not soften his resentment before he spoke. 
In her desperation of extreme fear, she shpped 
£rom the sofa, and, creeping softly to his side, 
laid one imploring hand on his arm, and in a 
Cttle feeble whisper said, "Forgive me,'* 

Thrilled by the touch of her cKnging fingers, 
and taken aback by her sudden humihty, he 
hesitated. A great wave of tenderness poured 
over his generous heart at the first sign of 
repentance on her side ; but was it not weak to 
yield? No matter; in moments such as these 
the heart must speak or burst. 

He threw his arms round her — ^how she 
trembled, poor Uttle thing ! — and gathered her to 
his breast like a prodigal child. " I would have 
forgiven you long ago if you had only asked me," 
he said, with a catch in his breath, as he rested 
his cheek fondly on her soft brown curls. " Oh, 
chfld ! why can't you love me as you did ? " he 
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exclaimed impulsively, thinking of the worship 
which she used to lavish on his nnrespoDsnre 
self, before he knew where his own happmees 
would eventually be centred. 

" I did not think you cared," she mtirmared, 
with her face buried in his coat, 

" Not care ! God ! what else is there to 
care for on earth ? " And he looked down at her 
with eyes that spoke a whole volume of passion. 
Basil did not love easily or often; but if he 
loved at all, it was with the whole power of his 
heart. 

Shaking with a great bewildering happiness, 
Brenda raised her head. There was no mistaking 
the expression of her husband's eyes. With an 
inarticulate cry, she threw her arms round his 
neck. He loved her now, no matter what had 
gone before, and her willing lips were raised to 
his in a passionate ecstasy of satisfied doubt. 
Heart to heart and lip to lip, there was no occa- 
sion for speech. More is said by action than 
by word, when feeling stops the usually ready 
tongue. 

It was so easy to tell him everything now, as, 
after an indefinite period of silence, they sat side 
by side, and hand in hand, on the sofa. She 
told him of her jealousy of Flora TreveUyan; of 
her heart-breaking disappointment when Mrs. 
Torrington hinted that she had been married 
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crat of pity — ^here he frowned darkly as he 
pressed her hand, and mnrmured, " I loved you 
from the first;" of her reckless resolution to 
amuse herself with other men, in order to wean 
her heart from him ; of her excessive anger when 
she thought that he was spending the time in 
the society of Flora that he could not spare 
to take her to the fete ; of her uncomfortable 
feelings, which had depressed her all the evening ; 
of Niederlohe's impertinence, at which Eavenhill 
scowled; of Egerton's kindness and considera- 
tion — ^here his eyes fixed themselves on her with 
a glance of keen scrutiny ; of the warning uttered 
by the mask ; of her absurd burst of tears, and 
Ronald's eager defence of his friend. 

" Why did you let him kiss your hand ? " he 
burst forth, unable to restrain himself as he re- 
called his indignation at the sight. 

" How did you know ? " and the colour stole 
slowly into cheek and brow. 

" I was there, and I saw it. I could have 
killed him at the moment." 

" And yet you did your best to save him," she 
answered, with a smile. ^^ He meant no harm 
by it. He was telling me that he was going 
away, and then he kissed it as a sort of farewell. 
It was the last time, he said " — her voice shook 
— " and so it may be." 

" And so it wiU be, if he lives to a hundred. 
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Men shall learn to respect my wife behind my 
back, as well as before my face," he said reso- 
lutely. " And as for Niederlohe, he shall never 
put his foot inside my doors." 

*' I am sure I do not want him ; " and she 
shivered. 

" No ; your promised cold shoulder did not 
have much effect. You must recollect, child"— 
he stroked her hair fondly to soften his words— 
" that men wiU measure their own conduct by 
yours. K you control them with too loose a rein, 
admiration may run away with discretion." 

" I know ; but I was so miserable. I didn't 
care." She hid her burning cheeks on his 
shoulder. 

"As to this unfortunate business of last 
night, I scarcely know what is best. I was 
thinking over it, all the while I sat by Egerton's 
bedsidcw On the whole, I think it will be well 
for you to go quietly down to Beeohwood. I 
had thought of Nice, but that is too far away. I 
should be in a fever if your letter missed a single 
post." 

She raised her head in alarm. " But not 
alone ? I couldn't go anywhere without you ! " 

Beechwood was the EavenhiU estate, a fine 
property in Sussex, to which Basil had taken his 
wife for the first time at Easter. The place had 
not been inhabited for some time, on account of 
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the former Lady Eavenhill's weak health, which 
had forced her to Kve in a wanner climate than 
England, and Brenda had found it particularly 
depressing. She had a vivid remembrance of 
bheir first dinner-party — the stiff country people, 
who eyed her with curiosity, as if she had been a 
beast at a show, and had no conversation beyond 
their own narrow circle of interests; and a 
sprinkle of horsey young men, who could talk of 
nothing but past prowess with the hounds, or 
their prospective success in the steeplechases 
fixed for the following week. 

'* I should run down whenever I could," he 
said gently. " Even if you dislike it, I am afraid 
there is no help for it. After what happened last 
night, your name will be in every mouth, and 
much talk is fatal to a woman's reputation." 

" But I can't go without you. Banishment 
is bad enough," and her eyes filled ; " but solitude 
is unbearable." 

" You shall have your sister for a companion. 
By-the-bye, where is she now ? " 

** I sent her down to the Haywards'. You 
know what Augusta is, and Edith thought it 
was better that she should hear the right version 
of last night, before she heard the wrong." 

" She will be too late ; it is in all the papers ; " 
and his brows met. 

" Not yet, surely ? " 

VOL. III. (^ 
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" Yes ; you must be prepared for it. I daren't 
show my face in the club, for I know they are 
talking of nothing else down the whole length of 
St. James's Street and Pall Mall. The next 
thing will be that Veracity will get hold of it, 
and make a capital story out of Beauty and the 
Beast. It will fill a column and a half of the 
Universe^ make a fine cartoon in Charivari^ 
exhaust the unrivalled energies of the Daily 
Wire " 

*^ Don't, Basil ; I can't stand it." 

*^ But you must," he answered sadly. " Those 
who do wrong must pay for it ; it is no use 
grumbling over the coppers." 

" But if you have forgiven it, what business 
is it of theirs ? " 

" It is their province to provide an intellectual 
feast for society; and they know that society 
appreciates nothing so much as a dainty bit of 
highly-flavoured gossip about the upper ten." 

'* But you won't let me go till he is better I" 
Her eyes opened wide with eagerness, as she 
thought what her feelings would be if she were 
miles away, and did not know if Konald were 
alive or dead. 

He hesitated. " I would let you know every 
day." 

" Oh, Basil, don't ask it ; " and she clasped 
her hands imploringly. on his shoulder. " Think 
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how heartless and tinfeeliag it would seem to 
him, and he has heen so good to me always. 
Don't send me yet." 

" My darKng " — ^the tender epithet was used 
to soften the bitter pill — " if it is for your good, it 
must be done." 

And Brenda bowed her head, knowing that 
she of all people had no right to combat his will. 
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CHAPTEE XXIV. 



"i'm rightly served." 



*^CuTHBERT, axe you there ?" said a voice, scarcely 
audible from excess of weakness, although, the 
room was perfectly still. 

Cuthbert Egerton bent over his brother with 
anxious eyes. " Are you better ? Do you want 
anything ? " 

" Nothing ; only to know about our friends.'* 

*^Lady Grenville is coming to see you to- 
morrow, and Sir Eobert will probably look in 
to-night, whilst I am away." 

" And Eaven ? " 

" He was here this morning, only you were 
asleep." He could not withstand the question 
in those wistful eyes, so went on. *^ Lady Eaven- 
hill has gone away " — the pale face grew paler 
still — ^^ but she sent you those flowers, with her 
kind regards." 

" Where ? " and he tried to raise his head in 
eager search, but let it fall back on the pillow. 

A bunch of white roses, fragile Souvenirs 
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d'Amities, was put into his hand. He looked at 
them fondly, then, when Cuthbert's back was 
turned, pulled them slowly and with difficulty up 
the counterpane, tiU he could touch them with 
his hps. 

" How did they come ? " He was hungry 
for every detail, and men were so Isparing. If 
Lady Grenville had been there, she would have 
told him everything. 

" Her husband brought them " — ^with a slight 
accent on the two first words, the nearest 
approach to anything like reproof that his brother 
could manage. 

" Poor old Eaven ! " 

For some time, Eonald lay perfectly still. 
The wind from the open window playing with 
his hair, and waving the ends of his moustaches 
— grown long through want of pruning. He was 
thinking, as his tired head had not been able to 
think for many days, and the result of his reflec- 
tions seemed to be this — 

"Look here, Cuthbert. I haven't injured 
him. I was wrong aU through, I know, from the 
beginning." 

A grave nod was the only answer. 

" But I have done him no harm. She never 
cared for me, or it might have been different. 
Do you remember your sermon, and what I 
swore ? " 
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" Yes ; but why talk of it now ? " 

"The death of the unrighteous/' he said 
musingly, with a far-oflf look in his eyes, as if 
he were gazing into a future, which slowly and 
sadly opened out before him. " It is rather like 
it, isn't it ? Shot down like a dog," 

" An accident like that may happen to any 
one. I dare say you might have escaped if you 
had been alone." 

" I don't know if it would have occurred to 
me to run away. One's first idea in danger is to 
face it." 

" If you have the pluck. No one will own to 
a deficiency in physical courage ; but when it 
comes to a moral want, people are rather proud 
of it than not." 

" Don't point your sarcasms at me," he said, 
with a faint smile, ** but give me some liquor — 
look sharp." 

Claret was the only wine that he was allowed 
to take ; Cuthberfc filled a tumbler with that and 
some iced water, and gave it to him, holding the 
glass as he drank it feverishly. 

He gave a sigh of satisfaction, as he sank 
back on his pillows. " I can fancy the inhabitants 
of a desert picturing heaven simply as a land 
where they would have enough to drink. What 
can be more sublime than to driok when you are 
thirsty?" 
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" Go from the earthly to the heavenly, with- 
out a destruction of its spiritual meaning, and 
imagine the thirsty soul of men bathing in the 
waters of fruition. Think of it, Eonald," said 
Cuthbert, earnestly, as he refreshed his brother's 
burning forehead with eau-de-Cologne; '^ think 
of the craving ^ for something afar,' which we all 
feel ; think of desire dying in the light of perfect 
realization ; think of hope folding her wings in 
the home which she has reached at last ; think 
of heaven as the blessed place of rest, where all 
that is best in u& will find its echo, where there 
will be no ^ wishing and wanting,' with their wild 
unrest, no wearing, heart-breaking struggle after 
the unattainable, because the utmost limit of 
perfection will be reached." 

The pale face glowed, the dark eyes shone, 
as if the young priest, already amidst the daily 
struggles of his self-denying life, were gladdened 
by a glimpse of the glory of a happier land be- 
yond. But there was no response in the soldier's 
heart as yet ; his mind, long occupied with the 
world and worldly things, could not jump at one 
bound from earth to heaven. An angel might 
beckon him, but nature still clave, with the 
tenacious hold of the drowning, to the fair things 
of earth, which were slipping from its grasp. They 
were present to him now, vividly present. He saw 
them directly he closed his heavy eyes, and 
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nothing but the lethaxgic slumber of exhanstion 
could chase them from his mind. 

He lay quite still, and Cuthbert thought he 
was asleep. Pulling out his watch, he found 
that he was due at his night school. K he 
could help it, he never liked to fail; but Sir 
Eobert had not arrived, and he hesitated to 
leave Eonald alone. 

" One question, old fellow, and then you can 
go," said Eonald, suddenly. 

In a moment his brother was beside him. 
*^ I thought you were asleep." 

" No. I've got a jolly lot of thinking to go 
through first ; " and he smiled slightly. " But 

I can't get any peace tiU I am sure " He 

stopped. 

" Sure of what ? " 

^^ Sure that I haven't caused her a sorrow." 
The weak whisper was so low that it cotild 
scarcely be heard, but his eyes fixed themselves 
intently on Cuthbert's face, as if his very exist- 
ence depended on his answer. 

It was a cruel moment for Cuthbert. Abso- 
lutely truthful, deceit was impossible to him. 
He thought of Brenda's name hawked about in 
the gossip of the clubs ; of the weekly papers, 
with their piquant travesty of the actual scene in 
the Botanical Gardens, which it was torture for 
the husband or wife to read ; of Brenda's sudden 
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banishment to a place she disliked — and hesi- 
tated. 

Ronald turned his face to the pillow; the 
hesitation was answer sufficient. " I'm rightly 

served," he muttered, and closed his eyes. 
« « « « « 

His mother. Lady Campion, had come up in 
hot haste from Devonshire, only waiting to urge 
the Eev. Ebenezer Maguire to put up a special 
supplication at the next prayer-meeting, that 
** this dear but unholy brand might be plucked 
from the burning." On the way she caught a 
severe cold, which settled on her chest, and 
soon after her arrival, by the doctor's orders, 
was sent to bed, where she remained in the 
enjoyment of an attack of influenza ; and where 
she was likely to stay, as Dr. Martin found that 
her fussy attentions and hypochondriac sighs 
were anything but beneficial to the patient. 
Cuthbert was the messenger between the two 
rooms, and she was continually lading him with 
a heap of tracts, which he looked at from down 
his nose, and scarcely liked to touch with the 
tips of his fingers. He was too conscientious 
not to deliver them ; but Eonald generally told 
his man to remove them at once, and sent a 
message to his mother that they were very 
useful — and forgot to add, in lighting the kitchen 
fire. His father was engaged in some scientific 
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explorations amongst the Eocky Mountains, and, 
if he did not tumble down a precipice before- 
hand, would probably return when he heard of 
his son's illness. 

Cuthbert was glad that there was no one, not 
even a father or mother, to stand between him 
and his brother. His love for him was so great 
and so exigeant^ that he wished to do everything 
for him, and grudged — as far as it was in his 
kindly heart to grudge — the smallest service 
performed by another. In aU his life he had 
never had so hard a struggle with his conscience 
as now. When he gave up the privileges of his 
position in the world, all the pleasure and the 
pride, which have such alluring charms for 
budding manhood, and brought down on his 
back the bitter reproaches of an angry mother, 
the contempt of a worldly-minded father — when 
he was made an unwelcome intruder in his own 
home, and had the cold shoulder turned on him 
by most of his family, simply because he knew 
his duty, and accepted it — then the struggle had 
been bitter, God only knew how hard ! but the 
reward had been so sure in the bit of good, 
however small, that it would be his blessed 
office to do to his fellow-creatures. Then re- 
signation was easy, and every day of patient 
progress against evil brought a ray of comfort 
to his heart. Now, face to face with the sorrow 
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that was to rob him of his only bit of sunshine, 
it was impossible. Sinners are apt to think that 
goodness is easy, and comes with as little pain 
as second teeth to those who lead a hoUer life 
than theirs. They know nothing of the hard 
straggles and the many tears that it costs, even 
to the best of ^mortals. They judge by the effect, 
and ignore the means. 

Like a rose to the summer, sunshine to the 
day, Eonald, the bright, daring soldier, was to 
his graver brother his crown of joy. The love 
of woman had never made Cuthbert's pulses beat 
with a warmer glow ; all the best affections of 
his heart were twined round his brother, all his 
earthly hopes fixed on the success of his career. 
In an imperious but most loving fashion of his 
own, Eonald had ruled him, looking after his 
health and worldly welfare with a tenderness 
that was surprising in a butterfly of fashion, and 
savoured more of a woman than a man. Even 
in the matter of going to the south of France, 
he knew that, if all had gone well, Eonald would 
probably have carried him off ; for he was weak 
to resist when his brother insisted, and a refusal 
might bring a cloud to the fair, frank face where 
smiles were more frequent than frowns. 

God! was it possible that, when August 
came, the one so full of life, and hope, and 
happiness would be cut off in the flower of his 
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strength ; and the other, frail and delicate, left 
to toil alone in fevered alleys and poverty- 
stricken homes, with no smile to brighten Ms 
dull lodging, no kindly voice to bid him good 
cheer after a day of care ? 

It could not be true ! With untiring patience, 
he set sums, wrote copies, corrected spelliQg; 
and then, when the night-school was over, he 
went back to his own rooms in solitude and 
prayer to fight out the battle with his rebenious 
heart. The flesh was terribly weak, and the 
spirit unwilling, but he Tcnew that God's way 
must be best, be the sacrifice what it might 
to us who suffer. And when, one hour later, he 
stepped into the street, those who looked into 
his steadfast face might have known that he had 
conquered. 

Every earthly tie in severance weans us more 
from earth to heaven ; and, hugging this truth 
to his desolate heart, he had got beyond the 
fret and fume of grief to the infinite peace of 
resignation. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

" SI TU SAVAIS ! " 

*^ And he is better — really better ? " said Brenda, 
anxiously, as she paced up and down the terrace 
at Beechwood, with both hands clasped on her 
husband's arm. 

Mrs. Havergel and Mary were seated under 
the cedar-tree on the lawn ; Edith was playing 
lawn-tennis with Bertie Fitz-herbert at a little 
distance, and the excited manner in which they 
kept calling out the score, as if they wished all 
things animate and inanimate to be cognizant 
of the wavering chances, showed that they were 
absorbed in the game. 

"Better? Of course he is," said Lord 
Eavenhill, cheerfully. " I actually made him 
laugh when I told him of De Zindiy's pathetic 
lament over the dead Hon — * slaughtered to save 
the life of an aristocrat.' If it had been vice 
versdy I don't think he would have objected." 

" Much obliged to him. Did he forget that 
I was there as weU ? " 



238 A FOOL FOR mS PAINS. 

^'Not quite, because he was polite enongli 
to come and inquire, like the rest of the wodd, 
after your health.'* 

They stood still to admire the prospect, which 
was certainly fine, in spite of Brenda's prejudice. 
Several stately cedars on the wide-spreading 
lawn at their feet lent an air of sombre grandeur 
to the gardens, which were flanked on either 
side by long shrubberies, which developed into 
woods, and shielded the intervening space from 
every breath of the east or west winds. The 
house was square, with turreted windows, but 
not a single creeper adorned its nakedness, not 
an ivy leaf lent grace to its sohdity. The beds 
on the lawn were bright with geraniums, calceo- 
larias, fohage plants, etc. ; but the lawn lay so 
much lower than the terrace, with which it 
communicated by flights of steps at either end, 
that when Brenda arrived the week before, not 
a flower was to be seen from the drawing-room 
windows. The gardeners received immediate 
orders to remedy the want. The rooms were 
filled with bloom, and bouquets of bright blossoms 
were placed in the stone vases along the parapet. 
Creepers were to be planted as soon as possible, 
and next year the place might look almost cheer- 
ful; but at present it seemed to Brenda, fresh 
from the gaieties of the London season, a dreary 
hole, whose only recommendation was its size. 
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Beyond a pleasant range of green pastures, 
there was a slow, steady-going river, bordered 
with a tufted friuge of alder and willow ; beyond 
the river, rose the softly rounded hills, looking 
blue in the shadows : behind the hills was the 
Betting sun, tingeing their summits with its 
dying glories. A sheep-bell tinkled in the fields ; 
a girl's voice, mellowed by the distance, called 
the dun-coloured Aldemeys to be milked ; a bird 
twittered to its mate, and Brenda sighed. 

"What is the matter, child?" and her 
husband laid his hand fondly upon hers. 

" Nothing. Only whenever I look at a 
sunset, I think of death; and so often lately 
I have been afraid for Captain Egerton." 

** But you needn't be any longer. Dr. Martin 
was quite cheery this morning, when I called 
round on my way to the station. To-morrow 
I intend to take him up a basket of fruit, and 
you may send him some more flowers." 

" I will," she said softly. 

Basil was silent for some time, thinking of 
his last interview with Eonald, when the poor 
fellow had begged his forgiveness for all the 
trouble and annoyance he had cost him. He 
knew of his intention of throwing up his ap- 
pointment at the Horse Guards, and joining his 
old battalion at Marseilles, on the way to India ; 
and, fully appreciating his motive, he had re- 
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tamed his grasp with a silent pressure that tried 
the weak man's strength, but soothed his mind. 
If it had not been for certain reasons, he would 
have told him, when a little stronger, to oome 
down to Beechwood and be nnrsed back into 
health ; but, for Bonald's own sake, it was better 
that he should go away. After a year or two of 
absence, he would come back cured of his foolish 
fancy, and settle down into the quiet, steady 
friendship which lent a sweetness without a 
sting to life. 

Brenda's voice roused him from his reverie. 
^* When you see him to-morrow, will you tell 
him how much we all think of him ? It seems 
so dreadful for him to be prisoned in a sick-room 
in all this glorious weather." 

He looked down at her doubtfully. There 
was sorrow in her face, but sorrow lying at the 
top of joy, as if even sympathy with a friend in 
distress could not spoil her new-found bliss. 
Yes, it was safe to teU her. 

" He sent you a message, Brenda." 

"Did he? What is it?" The blood rushed 
into her cheeks like a sudden reflection of the 
sunset. 

" * Ask her to forgive me.' What for, I did 
not ask." 

"There is nothing — no reason at all," she 
said hurriedly. "I suppose he means all this 
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tiresome fuss in the papers, and that kind of 
thing; but it was my fault, not his. And he 
behaved like an angel. Basil, you will tell 
himi so, wonH you ? When you are ill, things 
weigh on your mind ; and I shouldn't like any 
uncomfortable thought about me to trouble 
him.'* 

"I will tell him that you have nothing to 
forgive, as a message from you; " and his tone 
was grave. 

" Yes ; and tell him that I sent him those 
Souvenirs d'Amitie, to show that there was to 
be no difference in our friendship. I may say 
that, mayn't I ? " 

^* Through me, perhaps ; not otherwise." 

The dressing-bell rang. Mrs. Havergel shut 
up her book, and came slowly across the lawn, 
followed by Mary. 

"A lovely evening," she said, with a smile, 
as she met the husband and wife, *^but so 
oppressive; it must be especially trying for the 
sick." 

"Yes; especially the sick in a district like 
Cuthbert Egerton's. Fancy a day like this 
spent in the bosom of your family, and in a 
room eight feet square, reeking of smoke, and 
filth, and red herrings ! " 

"But every one doesn't eat herrings," said 
Brenda. 

VOL. III. R 
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*^ Half the poor of London feed upon bloaters ; 
but you can diversify them if you hke by a dish 
of savoury tripe and onions, or anything equally 
gratifying to the patient's nose. Bertie," he 
shouted, '* time for dinner ! We won't wait for 
them/' he said, with a smile, as he pushed 
open the French doors into the drawing-room. 
" Punctuality is the virtue of middle age, and 
youth knows nothing about it." 

The rector came in to dinner, and the 
eveiiing passed pleasantly with conversation and 
music. Bertie told some amusing stories of his 
Addiscombe days, at which Edith laughed 
merrily; whilst the Eev. Arthur Agnew gave 
some witty sketches of his more eccentric 
parishioners, which delighted his host. Mrs. 
Havergel hstened with a placid smile. Believed 
of her anxiety about her daughter, her heart 
was lighter than it had been for years; and 
released from all home worries and domestic 
cares, she was determined to enjoy her brief 
holiday whUst she could. Mary was diverted by 
Bertie's fun, and joined in it every now and 
then, not seeing why she should leave it all to 
her younger sister, who seemed to be losing her 
heart at the same time as her gravity. Brenda 
alone was sad. An unconquerable depression 
was upon her. It reminded her of her feelings 
at the Austrian f6te, and she could not free 
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herself from the idea that some misfortune was 
impending. 

She played; but her music was all of the 
plaintive sort, and most of the melodies were in 
a minor key. Anything lively seemed to jar, in 
the present subdued tone of her spirits. 

" Sing us that old song with which you 
enchanted Duplessis," said Lord Eavenhill, 
throwing down his evening paper, and coming 
to turn over her music. 

Bather unwillingly she began. Her sweet 
voice rang through the room, quivered, and 
broke. 

" I am hoarse to-night," she said hastily, as 
a big lump rose in her throat, and, getting up 
from the stool, she crossed the room quickly, 
and went out on the terrace. 

^^ 8itu Savais I " How clearly she had read 
those words in Eonald's eyes before he bent 
down to kiss her hand ! She leant her elbows 
on the parapet, and looked wistfully at tho 
impassive moon, shining in such peaceful majesty 
across the silent sky. Could there be no happi- 
ness without its counterside of pain ? Must the 
joy of one be the grief of the other ? The truth 
came to her as she stood there in the silent 
night; and with sorrow and humility she saw 
into the honest heart, which she had played 
with so recklessly. Her own was fall of happi- 
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ness in its restored confidence in her fansband's 

love ; but a shadow was cast over its joy through 

sympathy with her Mend. 

♦ ♦ ♦ « « 

V 

^^ K you only knew how sorry I am ! " she 
sighed to the one whose ears were longing for 
the sound of her voice ; and the moon answered 
back with a cold sad smile, as if it knew how 
futile woman's sorrow was — ^when too late. 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 

alas! fob bonald egebton. 

" You will go to France, old fellow ; promise me 
that," said Eonald, waking up from a long 
fltnpor. 

" We win go together, or not at all; " and 
Cuthbert's brow contracted, as his eyes rested 
with yearning affection on his brother's face. 

Was ever countenance so fitted to win the 
love of woman, or the friendship of man ? The 
broad honest brow; the fearless eyes, which 
could flash fire in a moment of anger, and soften 
so winningly when his brief wrath had passed ; 
the sweet-tempered mouth, shaded by a fair 
moustache, once curled with the care of a 
dandy, now long and drooping, hke its owner's 
strength ; the ready smile, which even in iUness 
was so prompt to return when pain had lessened 
— ^would there ever come a time when he would 
see them only iq his dreams ? Could he hve to 
face it, if it came ? 
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" You must go. London's like an oven, and 
you are wasting to skin and bone." 

"If I am, so much the better." The un- 
wonted bitterness was the outcome of his pain. 

"Look here, Cuthbert, I'm serious for once 
in my life ; " and he tried in vain to raise him- 
self on his elbow, to lend force to his words. 
" Wherever I go, I couldn't rest, if I knew that 
you were coughing your heart out with no one 
to look after you." 

" And do you think I should care ? Do you 
think I shall want to last for ever, when — 

when God ! my brother, it seems more 

than I can bear!" and utterly carried beyond 
his usual self-control, Cuthbert buried his face 
in the counterpane. 

For a long, long time there was silence in 
presence of a sorrow too deep for words. 

All through the long oppressive day, Eonald's 
strength was waning. The doctors came, shook 
their heads, and went softly out of the room, 
wondering at the sudden relapse after the im- 
provement of the day before. Champagne was 
substituted for claret, and the patient was to 
have anything in the way of nourishment that 
he fancied. Unfortunately, he fancied nothing 
except a little fruit to soften his fevered mouth. 
Straw was laid down aU the length of Albemarle 
Street, and the knocker was muffled, so there 
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were no outside noises to disturb his fitful sleep, 
although brother-officers and friends of every 
description besieged the door. Daintily dressed 
women stepped out of their carriages at the 
comer, fearful even of the very slight sound 
that wheels can make on straw, and, with tears 
in their eyes, made their inquiries and left their 
oflferings of frmt or flowers from their own hot- 
houses and conservatories. 

Begretted by all, he was forgotten by none. 
Even Niederlohe, who liked him but little as the 
more favoured friend of Lady Eavenhill, came 
to ask after him, and left a card, which card, on 
being presented to Eonald, he quietly tore to 
pieces with his teeth, as a token of what his 
crippled right arm would like to do to its owner. 
Ah me ! some one else would have to chastise 
the Austrian, if he ever offended again ! 

Lady GrenviUe came late in the day, and 
took up her position by the bedside. She had 
known Egerton ever since he first joined his 
regiment, and, in spite of the anxiety he had 
caused her on Brenda's account, she had grown 
to care for him as if she had been his elder 
sister. She knew that no one but a woman 
could nurse a patient properly, or else, in spite 
of her affection, she might have left him to 
Cuthbert's care with perfect confidence, if only 
his strength had been equal to his love. 
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Bonald's mind wandered continually. He 
was a boy at Eton, hitting to right and left in a 
cricket match whenever he got a chance of a 
ball, which the bowler seemed slow to send ; or 
else he was shooting partridges in Devonshire, 
or trying to hit them, for he generally &iled, 
and his gun was loaded with the wrong shot. 
And sometimes he would call "Brenda! 
Brenda ! " in a voice of entreaty which went 
to his listeners' hearts, and listen and yearn for 
an answer which never came. Then he would 
turn to his pillow, and hide his face with an end- 
less sigh ; and the tears rolled down Beatrice 
GrenviUe's face for very sympathy. 

The rays of the setting sun, which Brenda 
was watching with her husband at Beechwood, 
poured in through the open window and lighted 
up the patient's face with sudden radiance. " I 
think she hears," he whispered to himself, and 
softly fell asleep. 

Lady Campion was called in haste. Wrapped 
in a dressing-gown, she came in with her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes. 

" You frightened me so," she said querulously, 
after one glance at the sleeper. ** I thought he 
was worse." 

She was a tall, delicate-looking woman, with 
sickly complexion, regular features, and dark 
hair, more like Cuthbert than Konald, but with. 
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ich a widely different expression that the like- 
ess was scarcely noticeable. 

" Who was he calling out to just now ? It 
)iinded like a woman's name," she asked in a 
Msper, as she sat down in the chair which 
lady Grenville resigned to her. 

" It was a lady whom he was very fond of ? " 

" You think he is really bad, do you ? " 

" As bad as bad can be," said Lady Grenville, 
idly. 

" Then let her be ''sent for, if she is within 
)ach. Quick, Cuthbert, if you know her 
idress. Poor boy! let him have his last 
ish ; " and she began to cry hysterically. 

The two others exchanged glances. Cuth- 
art shook his head, but Lady Grenville nodded 
jsolutely. 

"A good-bye," she said in a trembKng voice, 
ought never to be refused to the dying." 

And he yielded. 

A telegram was despatched at once. On 
insulting a time-table, they found that there 
as a train from Beech hill, the nearest station 
) Beechwood, at ten o'clock, which reached 
haring Cross soon after eleven. If Lord Kaven- 
iU consented to bring her, Brenda might reach 
Ibemarle Street before the half-hour, and those 
ho knew his generous heart felt sure he would 
ot refuse. 



260 A FOOL FOB HIS PAINS. 

The minutes passed slowly. The dinner 
hour was passed without notice, nine sounded 
from a distant clock, and the sleeper stirred 
uneasily. 

Cuthbert knelt down and read the prayers 
for the sick. His voice, usually clear as a bell, 
was hoarse with suppressed feeling ; but with a 
manful effort he constrained his bursting heart 
to calmness, whilst he prayed for his brother's 
soul. Solemnly the holy words sounded through 
the hushed room. They seemed like the cooling 
touch of chilly fingers on a burning head, and 
brought a restful peace to troubled breasts. 

At half-past nine, when Brenda was standing 
on the terrace and thinking of him with sad 
regret, Eonald opened his eyes. He looked at 
them all in turn, and smiled. 

Lady Campion, sobbing wildly, buried her 
face in his pillow. She had not recognized his 
danger until this evening, and the blow was 
overpowering. She might have been so much 
to him, her bright, beautiful boy, and she had 
been so little, thinking more of her narrow 
creeds and prejudices than of all the wide range 
of her maternal duties. Death seemed im- 
possible for Eonald, the strong, healthy fellow,, 
who had never known a day's illness in his life. 
Cuthbert was different, he had been ailing from 
his youth ; and yet Death chose the strong, and 
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left the weak. Where was consolation to be 
fotind? And who could fill the gap when he 
had gone ? 

Mother, brother, and friend — ^he parted from 
them all with loving words ; but still the wistful 
eyes roved round the room, as if seeking for 
some one who was not there. 

Lady Grenville bent down to hear tho 
whisper. 

" Is she coming ? " 

"Yes/* 

"Tell her" — ^the feeble breath was failing 
fast — " that Tm glad to die ; " and then the 
tired head fell back, the blue eyes closed, and, 
with a slight smile on his lips, he slept like a 
weary child, vdth his hand fast clasped in his 
brother's. 

A carriage drove up to the door ; quick steps 
came up the stairs, and, with her husband by 
her side, Brenda stood with awestruck hesitation 
on the threshold of the darkened room. 

Too late I The eyes that had sought for her 
were closed ; the ears that had listened for her 
would hear no more ; the voice that had called 
for her was silent ; and the good-bye was hushed 
on lips that would never speak for weal or woe 
again. 

Eonald was dead ! 
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CHAPTEE XXVn. 



SUSPENSE. 



On their arrival in London, the Treveflyans 
found a note in Lord EaveiJiill's handwritiiig, 
which proved that he had not forgotten his 
promise to look after Charlie's affairs, in spite of 
the tragic incident which had happened in the 
evening. Mrs. Lloyd had been interrogated on 
the subject of her visitor on the night of Tre- 
mayne's arrest ; and finding that it was for the 
dear young gentleman's interest that the &ct 
should be known, she had openly avowed that 
Balfour had been to his room, and that, peeping 
in at the door to see what he was about, she saw 
him draw some papers out of his pocket,, and 
place them in the desk. With many tears, she 
confessed that she had only sworn to the contrary 
because the Captain had told her that it would 
be for Mr. Tremayne's good that nothing should 
be known of his visit. 

After this, there were many consultations 
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'with Mr. Goodeye, who prepared the evidence^ 
for the Home Secretary, Alphonse Dupont,. 
former valet to Sir Philip, and only temporarily 
discharged on account of ill health, proved that 
Captain Balfour had been in Sir Philip's room 
on the 18th of December, after Mr. Tremayne- 
had left it, or certainly at the same time, as he 
heard their voices, whilst he was packing up his 
maister's things in the adjoining bedroom. The 
comisei for the prosecution had not been in- 
structed to examine him on this point, so he had 
not mentioned it at the trial. The gatekeeper 
at the Foreign Office proved that the cheque for 
two thousand pounds had been given by Balfour 
to Tremayne. Lionel Westmacott proved that 
the two five-pound notes had been borrowed 
from some one at Victoria, and he saw Captain 
Balfour leave the station soon afterwards. Abel 
Macniece, keeper of the Eose and Crown, Wych 
Street, Covent Garden, affirmed that a man 
resembling Captaiu Balfour, but with red hair, 
changed one of the notes, which were subsequently 
stopped on the evening of the 2nd of January. 
James Bryant deposed that a man, whom he 
afterwards identified as Captain Balfour in St. 
Pancras's Church, bought a red wig, and whiskers 
and beard to match, at his shop on the 2nd of 
January. Captain Whittaker deposed that 
Captain Balfour, when travelling down to Bed- 
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ford with him on the 4th of January, declared 
that he was soon going to claim his bride, as he 
had got sufficient money for the settlements. 
He thought at the time that his brother officer 
was the worse for drink. The tailor's bill, after- 
wards found in Charlie Tremayne's desk, belonged 
to him, and had been missed by him shortly 
after a visit from Captain Balfour. He could 
not have given it to Tremayne himself^ as he 
had never spoken to him in his life. 3Mfa. 
Lloyd's deposition followed. Miss Eose Dynevor 
stated that she had seen Captain Balfour 
come out of Sir Philip Trevellyan's lodgings 
after Charlie Tremayne had leffc. Messrs. 
Hardcastle and Flint, bankers, King Wilham 
Street, affirmed that the sum of four thousand 
pounds had been placed to Captain Balfour's 
account towards the middle of the month of 
January. The criminating papers were proved 
to be written on the same notepaper as that 
which Captain Balfour was in the habit of pur- 
chasing at F. Eobinson's, stationer. High Street, 
Bedford. Mrs. Smithson, landlady of 28, Tavi- 
stock Street, where Captain Balfour often took a 
lodging, stated that several nights in the begin- 
ning of the new year, when, being restless with 
the toothache, she could not stay in bed, she had 
seen a light under the captain's door so late as 
five in the morning, and on peeping through the 
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keyhole, had found that he was busy writing. 
She had never known him write so late before. 
Her servant found a piece of yellowish paper with 
the name of Trevellyan written repeatedly upon 
it, pushed under the fender, and brought it to her 
to see if it were of any importance. The forged 
letters were brought forward as sufficient reason 
for Tremayne's silence, and also as proof that 
Captain Balfour had a strange facility in copying 
other people's handwriting. 

The evidence of Miss Dynevor and AJphonse 
Dupont proved that Captain Balfour had per- 
jured himself at the trial ; the alleged letters of 
Lady Trevellyan made it equally evident that 
he would not hesitate to commit the crime of 
forgery if he had an adequate object in view. 

All this mass of evidence, well sifted, tested, 
and prepared by Mr. Goodeve, was laid as soon 
as possible before the Home Secretary; who 
appUed to Baron Brown, for his advice. The 
Baron, on referring to his note, found that he 
liad alluded, in the course of his summing up, to 
the discrepancy between the witness of Mrs. 
liloyd, the landlady of 200, Jermyn Street, and 
Mary Ann Leeson, the maidservant. That point 
was now cleared up by the subsequent admission 
of Mrs. Lloyd. The chief difficulty that the 
defence had to meet, was the silence of the 
prisoner as to the source from which he obtained 
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the cheque. That silence was now broken, and 
the forged letters fully explamed its motive. 
The presence of Captain Balfour daring, and 
after, the visit of Treinayne to Trevellyan's 
lodging, was a decided point in the ^ prisoner's 
favour, and against Balfour. On the whole, the 
Baron inclined to a beUef in Tremayne's inno- 
cence. 

Whilst the Home Secretary was consulting, 
analyzing, and picking to pieces all the evidence 
before him, a detective was sent down to Bedford 
to watch the movements of Captain Balfour, in 
case he might take it into his head to leave the 
country. 

Flora Trevellyan was nearly vdld v^ith sus- 
pense. A few days lost in deliberation might 
cost her brother's life. The doctor had told her 
plainly that if it had not been for the sudden 
hope of release, which had given the required 
stimulus to his vital powers, he must have sunk 
through weakness, increased as it was by dejec- 
tion. If the vnretched lawyers were too long in 
making up their minds, Charlie might actually 
die before the pardon was sent. 

Lady Jemima Broadbent, roused into activity 
by her nephew's misfortune, gave Sir PhiHp and 
Lord Eavenhill no peace. She threatened to ga 
to Whitehall and bully the Home Secretary into 
an immediate answer. She scolded them all 
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round for their dilatoriness, and vowed that if 
the matter had been placed in her hands, Charlie 
would no sooner have been shut up, than shut 
out. Sir Philip, impatient to the last degree 
himself, was nearly goaded into frenzy by her 
aggravating reproaches, and told her at last to 
go to Windsor j or to Hades if she liked ; but to 
let the Home Secretary alone, or she might ruin 
everything. 

There was some one else who must not be 
forgotten, whose every wish and hope in life 
seemed to hang on the issue of the next few 
days ; one whose young heart was very weary of 
waiting, and sick with the longing of hope 
deferred — Eose Dynevor. Surely the day of 
sorrow had lasted long enough, and in God's 
own Word came the promise, " In the evening 
time there shall be light." 
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CHAPTBE XXVm. 



AT LONG LAST. 



Heb Majesty graciously condescended to pisurdon 
Charles Tremayne for being imprisoned on a 
false charge in the convict establishment of 
Princetown, Dartmoor, in the county of Devon. 
The pardon, duly signed and sealed, was already 
on its way, when a notification of the fact from 
the Home Secretary was handed to Sir Philip 
Trevellyan, as he sat at breakfast, with his wife 
in Queen Anne's Gate. 

He looked up with sparkling eyes. Come 
at last ! " he said simply, as he threw it across 
the table ; but none the less his heart gave a 
great bound of joy, and on pretence of fetching 
himself a cup of tea, he got up. 

" Oh, Philip ! *' was all she said, but tears of 
thankfolness were raining down her cheeks, as 
she leant her head against his coat. Excessive 
joy is rarely boisterous; but that one quiet 
minute of unbounded, overflowing happiness obli- 
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crated half a year of sorrow. Her heart rose 
I gratitude to God. How could she ever pay 
[im back by a whole life of devotion for such 
oodness as this 1 

Sir Philip cleared his throat. "We must 
}art at once to fetch him." She raised her head 
agerly. " It is just upon eleven now ; but the 
1.45 only gets there at the same time as the 
.15 express, so we may as well go by that." 

" Oh, what a time to wait ! " Nevertheless 
lie pushed away her chair, as if they were to 
tart directly. 

" Mayn't I have some more tea ? " he asked 
rith a smile. "I don't see why you should 
tarve either me or yourself, because we are 
oing on a long journey." 

She fiUed his cup, and rose from her seat. 

" You have eaten nothing," he remonstrated. 

" This is meat and drink to me," she replied 
rith shining eyes, pressing the Home Secretary's 
recious effusion to her heart. 

^* You will faint, and I shall leave you behind," 
le observed, as he resumed his seat as if nothing 
•ad happened. " But, seriously. Flora, there 
re a good many things to be thought of. He 
lust have a decent suit of clothes to put on 
efore he leaves the prison. 

" I know that ; they are ready." 

" Bravo ! Nothing like a woman for thinking 
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of details. We shan't get down till 8.19, and 
in his weak state he can't possibly travel all 
night." 

" Of course not ; " and she leant against the 
back of a chair with a happy smile. ^* I have 
arranged everything in my own mind, so nicely. 
He will sleep at the Bedford Arms, Tavistock, 
to-night, to-morrow at Exeter, and the next 
day, or the day after, we bring Tiitti up ta 
town." 

^* So that is the programme ; I hope we shall 
carry it out," said Sir Philip, quietly cracldiig 
the shell of another egg. 

" I think Etienne had better go with ns." 

" I don't think I shall want him." 

" Perhaps not ; but Charlie wiQ. He must be 
properly shaved before he shows his face." 

*^ To Miss Dynevor ? " — slily. 

**To any of his friends " — ^with a glance of 
reproof. ^*His moustaches were like a tooths 
brush." 

** And Kose might object to be scrubbed." 

" He used to be good-looking," she answered 
gravely, ^* and I don't want any one to see him 
80 spoilt." 

" Fortunately, cropped hair is the fashion. I 
think I owe it to Eavenhill to tell him of this, at 
once," he added more seriously. 

And Mora nodded her warm approval before 



AT LONG LAST. 261 

she left the room to make the necessary arrange- 
ments for the journey. 

♦ ♦ ♦ « « 

Five days later, a knot of friends gathered on 
the platform at Waterloo Station. There was 
Lord Eavenhill, with some of the sadness caused 
by the death of Eonald Egerton banished for 
the present from his handsome face, in natural 
satisfaction at .the complete success of his efforts 
on behalf of Charlie Tremayne; the Master of 
Strathrowan, tranquil as usual, carrying out his 
role of universal benefactor by hanging on his 
own arm the basket of oranges which belonged 
to a pretty girl in a shabby ulster, who eyed him 
suspiciously, having an idea that he meant to 
walk off with her property ; Godfrey Vivian, 
who had taken to wear his hat with the pecuharly 
knowing swagger of an actor, because his divinity 
had gone on the stage ; Lionel Westmacott, 
whose labours at Washington were always about 
to begin in the course of the next fortnight ; and 
little Peere Sylvester, looking pathetically 
patient, as Westmacott placed himseK in front 
of him and poured out an anecdote, which he did 
not want to hear, about the Khedive's sUppers. 

"Bather late," said Basil, after consulting 
his watch, 

"Yes, rather," was the Master's laconic 
answer. 
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"Not rather," objected Vivian, **but very 
late indeed — ten minutes behind time; it is 
nearly half-past five. We'll bring an action 
against the directors for the loss of our precious 
tiirie, due, I can swear, to the Government." 

^>Who asked you to lose it?" inquired 
Strathrowan* 

**Lady Trevellyan.'^ Basil turned round 
quickly. "That is to say,'' he added lamely, 
" I know she would be terribly disappointed if 
she did not see me here." 

" Perhaps she won't see you " 

" By Jove ! here they are ! " cried Sylvester, 
craning his neck round his tormentor's taU form. 

With a scream and a puff, the engine slipped 
piast them. Sir Philip's fair head protruded from 
the window of a first-class carriage. There was 
a general rush to the door, which was thrown 
open by eager hands, before the train had come 
to a standstill. Trevellyan stepped out, followed 
by Flora, who, without noticing any of her 
friends, turned at once, with outstretched arms, 
to assist her brother. Slowly, and with diffi- 
culty, one weak leg came after the other till 
their owner stood upon the platform, with a look 
of bewilderment in his blue eyes. They crowded 
round him, grasping his hand with hearty con- 
gratulations, and almost puUing him to pieces in 
their eagerness. 



AT LONG LAST. 263 

Neajly overpowered, he leant upon Sir 
Philip's arm, the teaxs in his eyes and his Ups 
quivering. 

** Glad to see you hack, old fellow ! *' 
** Wish you joy, 'pon my word ! '* 
" WeVe missed you horrihly at the F.O. I " 
^^ I swore the States shouldn't see me till you 
were free I " cried Westmacott. 

^^Dear friends, you are all so kind,'* said 
mora, hetween laughing and crying ; " hut you 
must let him go now. He has heen ill, and 
can't stand much." 

"The carriage is here. I suppose your 
people are looking after your luggage?" said 
Eavenhill. " Let us lead the way." And they 
went forward. 

"I say, Tremayne," cried Vivian, " all London 
is mad ahout the Modem Martyr. There's an 
awfdl crowd outside." 

Charlie looked up in alarm. " Not really ? " 
" Never mind ; we will he your bodyguard,'* 
said Sylvester, with the usual courage of the 
tiny. 

Vivian spoke the truth. As soon as Tre- 
mayne appeared, frantic cheers rose from the 
throng outside. The news of his arrival spread 
from street to street, and every minute served to 
augment the crowd, as new-comers rushed up in 
breathless haste. 
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Nervous and bewildered at finding himself 
isnch an object of interest, Tremayne hurriedly 
stepped into the carriage with bent head, and 
hid himself in the comer. Hats, hands, aad 
handkerchiefs waved on every side, deafening 
shouts rent the air, and, amidst a tumult of 
welcome, the landau drove off; the horses, startled 
by the noise, kicking and rearing, added to the 
excitement. 

Some of the crowd lingered to read with 
renewed interest the staring placards stuck up 
outside the station — ^* Great Miscarriage of 
Justice;'' ^* Release of Charles Tremayne;" 
^^ Journey from Dartmoor," etc., etc., — and the 
four friends walked back, arm in arm, to Dovming 
Street. 

Lord EavenhiU, having received the only 
reward he craved, which was to see Flora 
Trevellyan's lovely face radiant with smiles 
instead of blanched with tears, walked home- 
wards to Grosvenor Place, knowing that Brenda 
would be looking out for him and anxious to 
hear the news. 

Arrived at Queen Anne's Gate, Charlie Tre- 
mayne was placed upon the sofa in Flora's 
private sitting-room, and after having had a 
suitable stimulant administered to him by his 
sister's hands, and prepared by his brother-in- 
law, he was told to keep quiet. 
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** Don't go," lie remonstrated, solitude being 
the last boon he wished for, as they both walked 
towards the door. 

"We are coming back presently," said Sir 
Philip, with a nod, as he went out, followed by 
his wife. 

Left to himself, CharKe looked round the 
pretty room with appreciative eyes. No one 
could tell the really aesthetic refreshment of 
seeing all the pretty knickknacks of statuettes, 
pictures, china, and aU sorts of graceful bric-a- 
brae, after the utter bareness of his cell. He 
was feasting on them placidly, when the door 
opened, the curtain was pulled aside, and a small 
figure, clothed in soft grey cashmere, stood on 
the threshold. 

" Rose ! " he said wonderingly, and tried to 
raise himself on his elbow. She seemed to 
hesitate, as if too frightened to enter. "Oh, 
do come in and speak to me." 

Slowly, as if with half a mind to fly, she 
came forward. 

" I can't get up, so in charity come close ! " 
he entreated. 

And, in pity to his weakness, she came so 
very near that, with a sudden accession of 
strength, he was able to draw her gently towards 
Jiim. 

J " They say you haven t forgotten me ? " and 
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he looked straight into her blushing face, Im 
heart beating like twenty. 

** Never ! " she whispered, with a shy smile; 
and then lips and hearts seemed to meet at the 
same moment, with all the passion of a love 
that had waited, and pined, and despaired^ 
gathering strength with every obstacle that 
tried to crush it out. 

To Charlie Tremayne, ex-convict and par- 
doned felon, it was as if all the suffering and 
the sorrow of the past were condoned by the 
rapture of a kiss. Surely in this world of woe, 
one moment of perfect joy, even when bought 
by six months of despair, is wondrously cheap 
at the price. 



( 267 ) 



CHAPTEE XXIX. 

^^ DESPAIB." 

The funeral was over. Mr. Ward, utterly broken^ 
hearted, had stood beside bis son-in-law at bis 
daughter's grave, sobbing like a child, every sod 
of earth that fell seeming to make the separa- 
tion more complete between him and his Kate. 
There were several of his daughters with him ; 
but their grief was not like his. They might 
marry and have children of their own, with ever- 
widening circles of interest ; but for him there 
was no future, except in theirs, and the best, 
and the fairest, and the better loved than all, 
had been taken from him, and the gap that she 
left, nothing and no one could ever fill. There 
would always be something wanting, somethiug 
missing, till he was able to join her in a better 
world than this. 

" Balfour has no more heart than a stone,'^ 
he said to himseK, with a frown, as they returned 
together in the melancholy vehicle which is 
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supposed to add solemnity to a funeral proces- 
sion. 

And Balfour felt as if Ms heart were really a 
stone ; but not, as Ms father-in-law imagined, 
through want of feeling, but rather through its 
excess. The blow had literally stunned him, 
and every sentiment, whether of sorrow, or 
remorse, or fear, was in abeyance. To-morrow 
or the day after he might come to life, as it * 
were, and feel the pain that the miserable father 
felt, only redoubled in its intensity to a pitch of 
agony that he, with Ms equable disposition, could 
never know. 

He was glad to get rid of them all, to see the 
last black-robed figure disappear, to hear the last 
word of sympathy which grated on Ms soul. He 
^ould not answer with canting phrases of would- 
be resignation. No ; if he had spoken at aU, it 
must have been in the volume of curses, frozen 
in Ms heart. 

Mary, with her apron to her eyes, was drawing 
up the blinds. She hurried away when her 
master came in, as if ashamed of being found 
in the act of doing away with the outward signs 
of mourning; but, taking no notice of her, he 
sauntered to the window, with Ms hands in his 
pockets, and looked out. Presently, he walked 
into the garden. A man looked over the hedge 
and watched him, but he did not notice him. 
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The day wore on, rain began to fall, but still 
he paced the lawn, backwards and forwards, 
with a frown on his white face, and his hands 
clasped behind him. The raindrops pattered 
on the roses, the birds twittered under the eaves,. 
a little kitten came and stared at the solitary 
black figure, which looked like a moving splash 
of ink on the green grass. Mary laid the cloth, 
watching her master furtively from the window, 
as she arranged the spoons and forks. There 
was something in the fixed expression of hia 
face, in the unvaried monotony of his walk, 
which frightened her. When the dinner was 
leady, she had scarcely the courage to tell him. 

At the sound of her voice, as she announced 
it timidly from under the shelter of the porch, 
he stood still and turned his eyes upon her- 
They looked as if they had stared, and stared, at 
a thing of horror, till the horror was congealed 
in their black depths, and the girl shivered. 

" You can take it away," he said calmly, and 
resumed his walk. 

The evening shadows crept from the duskier 
€omers of the small garden and gathered round 
him, as he paced up and down the patch of 
soaking grass — alone, for ever alone with the 
darkness of his thoughts. "Who could fathom 
the depths of his most undivine despair ; gauge 
the length and breadth of the misery which had 
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come stealthily after him, like the steps of the 
avenging deities, " shod with wool ; " come after 
him when his happiness was already in his grasp ; 
come after him like a creeping assassin, and 
killed the only thing in life which gave him joy ? 

There was nothing left. The world, with all 
its hroken promises, shattered at a hlow, was 
empty — ^literally empty. Tmn which way he 
would, was there anything to tempt him — ^any- 
thing to make him wish for length of days; 
anything to make it possible to live on as he 
had done before, when there was the loveliest 
prize, that eye had ever seen, to be won by 
patience and the struggling efforts of man's 
endeavour? Was it worth while to cherish 
that which had lost all value — ^to keep it when 
its possession meant a prolongation of such 
torment as Dante has given to the damned ? 

His mind was a chaos, through which 
desperate thoughts darted like destructive 
comets, lurid with the glow of evil fires, 
borrowed from the spirits of darkness for man's 
despair. It was late when he went into the 
house, carrying these evil thoughts with him 
into the dining-room, where he poured out a 
tumblerful of wine — into his bedroom, where he 
threw himself down on his sleepless bed. 

The next day, he resumed his usual routine 
of duty at the barracks. The colonel, seeing 
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liim at the head of his company at the morning's 
4rill, and struck by his haggard face, told him 
that he had better take a fortnight's extra leave ; 
but the kindly oflfer was declined with thanks. 
His brother-officers, moved by compassion, came 
up to shake hands with him, a ceremony which 
they had dispensed with lately, on account of a 
report which had spread through the regiment 
that there was something decidedly shady in his 
conduct with regard to the Tremayne affair; 
but they found that Angus Balfour was not a 
fellow to be dropped one day, and picked up the 
next. With a chilly bow, he retired into himself, 
and kept apart. 

The cottage, with all its pretty new fomiture, 
ivas to be let to any stranger who would care to 
take it ; Benson and Mary were dismissed with 
a month's wages, and told to go at once. 

They were still lingering about the place, when 
Balfour came in, unexpectedly, late in the after- 
noon. Walking straight through the house, he 
fetched some wooden cases from an outbuilding, 
and dragged them into the drawing-room. 

'* Bring all the things that belonged to your 
mistress, and put them in here," he said sternly 
to Mary. 

She ran upstairs at once, and presently re- 
turned with an armfal of pretty dresses, which 
she laid carefully in one of the boxes, her own 
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tears faUing fast, whilst his were dry. Never 
till her dying day will she forget that hour of 
incessant packing. Every little tiny knick- 
knack, which the dead bride had worn or 
cherished, was placed in one or other of the 
cases. All the while Balfour never spoke a 
word, pointing dumbly to the various articles 
which he wished her to hand to him. With his 
white face, his stem eyes, and his mute tongue, 
he made a creepy feeling go down her back, and 
her fingers shook so that a delicate blue vase 
sKpped through them on to the floor. He looked 
at her — that was enough ; worse than a hundred 
scoldings — and kicked the pieces aside. The 
cases were closed at last, and he fetched a 
hammer and some nails to fasten down their Uds 
securely. When this was done, he passed a 
cord round each, wrote a label, directed to Mr. 
Ward, tied it on, and turned to Mary. 

'* See that these boxes are sent to the 
station," he said briefly ; " and those books lying 
on the table must be returned to the library.'* 

With a nod of dismissal, he left the room 
and went upstairs, as if to fetch something. 
When he came down he gave one look round at 
the desolation he had worked in the pretty 
room, and turned his back on the house, where 
he had known the acme of joy and the climax of 
sorrow. The two servants watched him as he 
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walked down the road in his undress uniform, 
his sword clanking by his side ; and their hearts 
were heavy with foreboding. 

A man stepped out of the shelter of the 
hedge, and followed him at a little distance. 

" If the master had but owed a penny in the 
place," remarked the cook, ** I could have taken 
my 'davy that fellow was a bailijff." 

^*He has been hanging about for the last 
day or two," said Mary, nervously, '^ I hope he 
ain't a burglar looking out for a job." 

Balfour, caring nothing as to whether he ' 
were dogged by a whole army of spies or not, 
walked on, looking neither to right nor left. A 
child, running after a kite, tripped up and fell 
down straight in front of him. The little thing 
looked up into his dark face, with its rosy 
mouth pursed up for a cry. Balfour pushed it 
on one side with his foot, and passed on. Down 
the road, with its fringe of cosy villas, each 
looking like a separate home of comfort and 
peace, through the town, still with eyes looking 
straight in front, and without a pause, on to the 
sweet fresh country beyond. A policeman came 
straight from the Bedford polip^station, and 
joined the man in the rear, wlil^ pointed to the 
figure in front, and they both walked on to- 
gether. 

As if goaded by some inward impulse, Balfour 
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hurried on, utterly unconscious of the men 
behind, or the pleasant green fields on either 
side. There was fever in his brain, and ice in 
his heart. Earth had no corner in which he 
could hide his head and be still. He never 
stopped until he reached the gate of the 
cemetery, resting so peacefully on the quiet 
hillside. Stepping quickly over the graves, he 
sought out one, where the newly turned sods 
showed that she who rested beneath their kindly 
covering had been but recently laid to her rest. 

His face was stern and rigid as ever as he 
stood by his wife's grave. WUd and lawless in 
grief or joy, he could not bend his stubborn 
spuit to any pretence of resignation. He could 
not let his Kate go from him without crying 
out — ^however futile the cry — against the in- 
justice of Heaven, which took his one ewe lamb 
from him, and left a fold of sheep to others on 
either side. To win her, he had bartered his 
own self-respect, his place amongst honourable 
men, his chances of promotion in his profession, 
and the affection of the only man in the world 
• who was willing out of pure love to stand by his 
side as a friend. And all he had gained in 
return was a grave, where every earthly hope 
and desire lay buried, and the prospect of a 
convict's cell ! 

He stood like a statue, looking down on the 
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grass with hungry eyes, as if he faiii would 
pierce to the lovely form below and clasp it 
once more to his desolate heart. Would death 
unite, or divide ? The question kept repeating 
itself in his tortured brain. Would their two 
spirits cleave to each other in the realms of 
shadow, and Hve over again the love and the 
rapture of the past few months ? If that were 
possible, death would be indeed more welcome 
than water to the driven-mad-with-thirst. But 
if retribution must follow the sinner beyond the 
grave — ^if Kate's pure spirit were raised to a 
heaven of bliss, and his guilty soul consigned to 
a Hades further apart than the poles — then 
death would only add one torment to another in 
a long continuous chain. 

He raised his yearning eyes to the sky, now 
red with the glory and brightness of the setting 
sun, as if he would wring an answer from its 
passing clouds. 

** Is there never a chink in the word above, 
Where they listen to words from below ? '* 

His heart was in a tumult — ^wild irrepressible 
longing for what could never be again, wild 
tempestuous revolt against the hardness of his 
fate. Tremayne had never sujffered like this, 
even when he stood in the felon's dock, with the 
stain of its shame upon him. He had never 
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staked honour and happiness on the ciast of a 
die, and known what it was to lose them. 

Slowly the minutes passed. Afraid to live, 
and yet loth to die with his question unsolved. 
Earthly love so entirely possessed his soul, that 
his only fear as to that dim unchangeable future, 
beyond the hmits of mortal men, was, lest it 
should mean for him separation from his bride ! 

Driven out of himself by the strength of his 
desire, he stretched out his arms to the silent 
mound, as if it could answer back. " Kate," he 
cried in a hoarse whisper, ^' shall we be together 
if I come ? " and then stood still, and waited. 
No sound but a sudden gust of wind, which 
played with the flowers cast by loving hands on 
a neighbouring grave. A little spray of jessamine, 
whirled from its resting-place, fell at his feet. 
Jessamine was Kate's favourite flower, and to 
her husband it seemed like her answer from the 
land ^' that is very far off." '^ I come," he said 
softly, as he picked it up and kissed it. 

The policemen had halted at the gate ; not 
yet turned into wooden machines by the harden- 
ing practice of their profession, they felt some 
compassion for the widower, whom it was their 
duty to arrest, and they thought they would 
leave him a little space for the indulgence of a 
silent tear. They were in such a position that 
they could keep him in sight, without being 
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seen. Tired of waiting, they had just made up 
their minds that further delay was unadvisable, 
when, sharp and shrill, a pistol-shot rang 
through the air. Then, cursing their own 
stupidity, they rushed to the spot. 

Balfour was lying face downwards on his 
wife's grave, shot through the heart. Turning 
him over gently, they saw at a glance that they 
were too late. The rays of the setting sun fell 
slantwise across the handsome features, calm 
and peaceful in the sudden stillness of death, 
with no outward sign on their impassive beauty 
of the trouble and despair of his last moments. 

Afraid to face the consequences of his sins 
on earth, he had rushed into the presence of the 
Judge on high, with no repentance for the past 
in his stormy heart, no prayer for the unknown 
future on his scornful lips. 



THE END. 
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Greece, by L. Sergeant, B.A. 
•Holland, by R. L. Poole. 

Japan, by S. Mossman. 
•New Zealand. 



Peru, by Clements R. Markham, 

C B 
Russia^ by W. R. Morfill, M. A. 
Spain, by Rev. Wentworth Webster. 
Sweden and Norway, by F. H. 

Woods. 
•Switzerland, by W. A. P. Coolidg 

M.A. 
•Turkey-in- Asia, By J. C. McCoan, 

M.P. 
West Indies, by C. H. Eden, 

F. R. G. S. 



•Persia, by Major-Gen. Sir F. Gold- 
smid. 

• Not ready yet. 

Franc {Maud Jeanne). The following form one Series, small 

post 8vo, in uniform doth bindings, with gilt edges: — 



Emily's Choice. $s. 

Hall's Vineyard. 4^. 

John's Wife : A Story of Life in 

South Australia. 4J. 
Marian; or. The Light of Some 

One's Home. 5^. 
Silken Cords and Iron Fetters, 4J. 



Vermont Vale. $s. 

Minnie's Mission. 4r, 

Little Mercy. $s, 

Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 4^. 

No Longer a Child. 4f. 

Golden Gifts. $s. 

Two Sides to Every Question. 5j. 



Francis {F.) War, Waves, and Wanderings, including a Cruise 
in the "Lancashire Witch." 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, i\s, 

Froissart {The Bofs), Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with ' * The Boy's King Arthur.." Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7j. 6d, 

From Newfoundland to Manitoba ; a Guide through Canada's 
Maritime, Mining, and Prairie Provinces, By W. Fraser Rae. 
Crown 8vo, with several Maps, 6s, 



List of Ptibluatwns, 1 1 



r\AMES of Patience, See Cadogan. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 6$. 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6s. each ; or in calf extra, price lor. 6d, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2j. 6d, 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 

of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 

About in the World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 
Like unto Christ, A New Translation of Thomas h, Kempis' 

** De Imitatione Christi." 

Familiar Words, An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. 6^. 

Essays by Montaigne, Edited and Annotated by the Author 
of **The GenUe Life." 

Tlie Gentle Life, 2nd Series. 

The Silent Hour: Essay s^ Original and Selected, By the 
Author of **The Gentle Life." 

Half-Length Portraits, Short Studies of Notable Persons, 
By J. Hain Friswell. 

Essays on Efiglish Writers , for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell, 
A Man's Tlioughts, By J. Hain Friswell. 



Gilder {IV, H) Schwatka's Search. Sledging in quest of the 
Franklin Records. Illustrated, 8vo, I2J. 6</. 

Gilpin's Forest Scenery, Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 

post 8vo, ^vith numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fern 
World," re-issued, *]s, 6d, 

Gordon (/, E, H), See " Four Lectures on Electric Induc- 
tion," ** Physical Treatise on Electricity," «• Electric Lighting." 

Gouffe, The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff:^ ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse Gouff£, Head 
Pastrycook to her M^esty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. 1 01 Woodcuts, Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2s, 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, 10s, 6d. 

" Bv far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub* 
mittedto the gastronomical world."— /'o/ZATa/^ GauiU, 



Bach. 

•Beethoveiu 
•Berlioz. 

English Church Com- 
posers. 



Schubert. 
•Schumann. 
Richard Wagner. 
Weber. 



If Sampson LoWy MarsioUy &* CoJs 

GrMf Artists. See " Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England {The). Edited by Lord 

Ronald Go WER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully executed permanent Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Vol. I. , 
imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 36J. Vol. II., with 36 large 
permanent photographs, 2/. \2s, 6S. 

Great Musicians. Edited by F. Hueffer. A Series of 
Biographies, crown 8vo, 3^. each : — 

•Handel. 

•Mendelssohn. 

•Mozart. 

PurcelL 

Rossini. 

• In preparation. 

Green (M) A Thousand Years Hence. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Grohmann {IV. A. B.) Camps in the Rockies. 8vo, 12s. 6d. 
Guizofs History 0/ France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 24r. This work is re-issued in cheaper 
binding, 8 vols., at I or. 6d. each. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
students of history." — Times. 

■ MassofUs School Edition. The 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c. 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
I vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, ioj. 6d. 

Guizof s History of England. In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 
containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt, 
24-f. each ; re-issue in cheaper binding, loj. dd. each. ^ 

"For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of illustrationj these 
volumes, of which but one has as yet appeared in £ng;Iish, will hold their own 
against any production of an age so luxunous as our own in everything, typography 
not excepted." — Times, 

Guy on {Mde.) Life. By Upham. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6j. 



ZJANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 

Hall {W. W.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims^ 
Physical, Mental, and Moral. By \V. W. HALL, A.M., M.D. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 2nd Edition, 
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Harper^ s Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages, 

fully Illustrated, is. 

Vol. I. December, 1880, to May, 188 1. 

,, II. May, 1 88 1, to November, 188 1. 

,, III. June to November, 1882. 

Super-royal 8vo, 8j. 6d, each. 

** ' Harper's Magazine ' is so thickly sown with excellent illustrations that to count 
them would he a work of time ; not that it is a picture magazine, for the engravings 
illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest iditions deluxe^ — 
St. yames's Gasette, 




Nonconformist. 

Hatton (Joseph) journalistic London: Portraits and En* 
gravings, with letterpress, of Distinguished Writers of the Day. Fcap. 
4to, I2s. 6d. 

Three Recruits^ and the Girls they left behind them. 



Small post, 8vo, 6x. 

" It hurries us along i& unflagging excitement." — Times. 

Heart of Africa. Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 187 1. By Dr. 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 15^. 

Heath (Francis George). See "Autumnal Leaves," "Bumham 

Beeches," "Fern Paradise," "Fern World," "Gilpin's Forest 
Scenery," "Our Woodland Trees," " Peasant Life," "Sylvan Spring," 
" Trees and Ferns," " Where to Find Ferns." 

Hebet^s {Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, yx. 6d. 
Morocco, . I 8j. 6d. and2iJ. New and Cheaper Edition, cloth, 3J. 6d. 

Heir of Kilfinnan {The). By W. H." G. Kingston. With 
Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges, ^s. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain 
edges, 5j. 

Heldmann {Bernard) Mutiny on Board tJu Ship " LeanderJ* 
Small post 8vo, gilt edges, numerous Illustrations, ^s. 6d. 

Henty {G. A.) Winning his Spurs. Numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, $s. 

Comet of Horse ; which see. 

Herrick {Robert) Poetry. Preface by Austin Dobson. With 
numerous Illustrations, by E. A. Abbey. 4to, gilt edges, 42J. 

History of a Crime {The) ; Deposition of an Eye-witness. The 
Story of the Coup d'£tat. By Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, dr. 



t4 Sampson Low, Marston, 6* Co^s 

History of Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 
WiNCKELMANN, by JOHN LoDGE, M.D. With very numerous 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo« 3dr. 

England, See Guizot. 

' English Literature. See Scherr. 
Fashion. Coloured Plates. 2Zs. See Challamel. 

■ France, See Guizot. 

■ Russia. See Rambaud. 

^— - — Merchant Shipping. See Lindsay. 

United States, See Bryant. 

History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power, With 
several hundred Illustrations. By Alfred Barlow. Royal 8vo, 
cloth extra, i/. ^s. Second Edition. 

Hitchman {Francis) Public Life of tJie Right Hon, Benjamin 
Disraeli, Earl of Beaconsfield. New Edition, with Portrait Crown 
8vo, 3J. dd. 

Holmes (O, IV,) The Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
In 2 vols., i8mo, exquisitely printed, and chastely bound in limp 
cloth, gilt tops, loj. dd, 

Hoppus {y, D,) Riverside Papers, 2 vols., 12s, 

Hovgaard (A,) See " Nordenskiold's Voyage." 8vo, 21s. 

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean, 
Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &c.— Vol. I., The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 118 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and. I large one. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42J. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

a Msftiual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, 51". 

Hugo ( Victor) ''Ninety-Three:' Illustrated^ Crown Svo, 6s, 
Toilers of the Sea, Crown Svo. Illustrated, 6s, ; fancy 

boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s, 6d. ; on large paper with all the original 
Illustrations, los, 6d. 

and his Times, Translated from the French of A. 

Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of them 
from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, 
24s, 

' See " History of a Crime." 
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Hundred Greatest Men {Tlie). 8 portfolios, 215. each, or 4 

vols., half-morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 
Portraits each. See below. 

"Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. arc about to issue an important * International' 
work, entitled, 'THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN;' being the Lives and 
Portraits of the loo Greatest Men of History, divided into Eight Classes, each Class 
to form a Monthl]r Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributors 
being Dean Stanley, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froude, and Professor Max 
MOllbr: in Germany, Professor Helmholtz; in France, MM. Taine and 
Renan ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductions 
from fine and rare Steel Engravings."— ^ta/iJpwy. 

Hygiene and Public Health (A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth. One guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

BiCKERSTETII. 



TLLUSTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 
•^ Edward J. Poynter, R.A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price 5^. The 
Volumes now ready are : — 

PAINTING. 

Cflassio and Italian. By Percy 

R. Head. 
Qerman, Flemisli, and Dutch. 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Early Christian. 

Qothio and Benaissante. By T. Roger Smith. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Egyptian and Greek. | Benaissanee and Iff odem. 

Italian Sculptors of the 14th and 15 th. Centuries. 



French and Spanish. 
English and American. 



ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Colour. | Architectural Ornament. 

Illustrated Dictionary (An) of Words used in Art and 
Archaeology. Explaining Terms frequently used in Works on 
Architecture, Arms, Bronzes, Christian Art, Colour, Costume, Deco- 
ration, Devices, Emblems, Heraldry, Lace, Personal Ornaments^ 
Pottery, Painting, Sculpture, &c., with their Derivations. By J. W. 
MoLLETT, B.A., Officier de rinstruction Publique (France); Author 
of " Life of Rembrandt," &c. Illustrated with 600 Wood Engravmgs. 
Small 4to, strongly bound in cloth, i^s. 

In my Indian Garden, By Phil Robinson, Author of " Under 

the Punkah." With a Preface by Edwin Arnold, M. A., C.S.I., &c 
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 4th Edition, 3X. 6d, 



1 6 Sampson Law, Marston^ Gf Co,^s 

Irving ( Washington). Complete Library Edition of his Works 

in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Author's Latest 
Revisions, called the ** Geoffrey Crayon " Edition, handsomely printed 
in large square 8vo, on superfine laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. i2j. (xi. per voL See also 
"Little Britain.'* 

(« American Men of Letters.") zs. 6d. 



^AMES (C) Curiosities of Law and Lawyers. 8vo, 

J ^s, 6d, 

Johnson (O,) William Lloyd Garrison and his Times, Crown 
8vo, I2X. 6d, 

yones {Major) The Emigrants Friend. A Complete Guide to 
the United States. New Edition. 2J. 6d, 



Z^EMPIS {Thomas a) Daily Text-Book. Square i6mo, 
■^^ 2s. 6d,i interleaved as a Birthday Book, 3J. 6d. 

Kingston { W. H. G.). See " Snow-Shoes," ** Child of the 

Cavern," "Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," "Begum's 
Fortune," "Heir of KUfinnan," "Dick Cheveley." Each vol., with 
very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6mo, gilt edges, Js.dd.', 
plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 



T ADY Silverdalis Sweetheart. 6x. »SVtf Black. 

Lanier. See " Boy's Froissart," " King Arthur," &c. 

Lansdell {H.) Through Siberia. 2 vols., demy 8vo, 30J. ; New 
Edition, very numerous illustrations, 8vo, i$s, 

Larden {W,) School Course on Heat. Illustrated, crown 8vo, 5^. 

Lathrop {G. P,) In the Distance. 2 vols., crown 8vo, 21^. 

Lectures on Architecture. By E. Viollet-le-Duc. Translated 
by Benjamin Bucknall, Architect. With 33 Steel Plates and 200 
Wood Engravings. Super-royal 8vo, leather back, gilt top, with 
complete Index, 2 vols., 3/. 3J. 

Leyland {R. W.) A Holiday in South Africa. Crown 8vo 
1 2 J, 6i/. 
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Library of Religious Poetry. A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., 
and Arthur Oilman, M.A. Royal 8vo, 1036 pp., cloth extra, gilt 
edges, 2 IX.; re-issue in cheaper binding, lor. td, 

Lindsay {W, *$*.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols.,, 
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols. I and 2, 1 1 x. ; vols. 3 and 4, I4r. each. 
4 vols, complete for 50J'. 

Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom^ and A 
Legend of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely 
New Edition de luxey specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray. Re-issue, square crown 
^ 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

Long {Mrs. W. H. C.) Peace and War in the Transvaal. 

i2mo, 3x. 6d. 

Loma Doone. 6^,, 31X. 6//., 35J. See " Blackmore.** 

Low^s Select Novelets. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 3X. td, 

each. 

Friends: a Duet. By E. S. Phelps, Author of "The Oates 
Ajar." 

Baby Bue : Her Adventures and Misadventures, her Priends 
and her Enemies. By Charles M. Clay. 

The Story of Helen Troy. 
** A pleasant book."— Zrw/A. 

The Clients of Dr. Bemagrius. From the French of LuciEN 

BiART, by Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 
The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. Howells. 
A Gentleman of Leisure. By Edgar Fawcett. 

Loiv^s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo, 

bound uniformly in cloth extra, price 7x. 6^., except where price Is 
given. 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The WUd North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found Livingrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. Througrh the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley. I2j. dd. 

5. The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C. R. Mark- 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, loj. 6<^.) 

6. Cruise of the Challenger. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

7. Bumaby's On Horseback through Asia Hinor. icxr. 6^. 

8. Schweinfurth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 15^. 

9. Harshall^s Througrh America. 



W..rk. A ^r.r/'.ft.---. 
A lUHnhtiT ot Ui:b. 
Irt Nllk AltKfl, I:/ '.v. 



Jiy'J:. K ;.; 

tciitiDoorTklt. 
j;y li. J(. Uv.-: 
I'.yK, U. fclf.j:; 

or. )JyK.D. i^i; 

riither'B Sin. t.r 

11- 1!, a JJi..v:::::k 
f.y i:.l>. J{;..i ■■:'; 



A tlt»rv«rilir>T)rnKonnitfIes; or, A«ylna Ciiiiii. i.'Jii-' 
I (■riir.ir, M.A. 

A I.M-.II.'..,.... Ily Ttinv*'; II.1CM-. 

lu, n.mi Mm niiiilillti»r Crowd. I!y THOV'.Aj :I.'.i;T. 

■'■'- " "!■ Kll .111. Jly Tl['-MAS II-LltV. 

"■''"•■'■ I Ml>J..r. lly-riJi>M.VS IJAKIJV. 

■n„nn li....„lr„, |i». ,„sM.i, lUnox. 

A it..l.i.<.. M,..niHF. |:y SI,;. c:asjii:i, JIoev. Xew Edaav 

lllil.-iv ..!■ ,1 (iritii,.; iii^, jiiury of the Coup d'£uL TKT 

iNri....iv ■iM.nn. riv Virn.ii I||.,;„. Illuslrated. 

■ I 11 i.'i ""''"'■ "'' '■'■"I"-'; 'Mac Drj.sALD. 

iii.iM ' -T . Hn;,., .„,:,, Mac n,iNAU>. 

Illni.linn A V" ''.,'■"""■'- '*'■*'■ "«.VAI,D, 

wniHj,..,n."„i w".iti«(^. "iiv ('^,',^1,'" *w*^ DonAi-D. 

T- I'y t,t.,i{,i« Mac Donald. 
rn...m. i;i- iriv. .Ma.'..!.,,,,, tl»lkiPr< 

i'i""/"' .'"■;;■'""■ ''y ""■ m"a<v,i„„„ 

A M,.iiu,-i. Swfootliosrt. By w ~ " 

Wroi'k ofUio Oivjavenor R J u 
TJio AfwliBi. Knlio. Uy K a S 
My Wfr.> and I. Uy nj^, -• ' " 
PoB'aniic Pooplo, Thel " 
BauHur: a Tale a 
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Laie/s ffa»dbook to tht Charities of London (Annual). Edited 
and revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of "A Guide 
to the Churches of London and its Snburbs," &c. Paper, It. ; clolli. 



J^AC DONALD {G.) Oris. Small post 8vo, 6j. 

■ See also " Low's Standard Novels." 

Macgregor (John) "Hob Hoy" on tht Baltic. 3rd Edition, 

small post Svo, 2s. dil.; cloth, gilt edges, y. 6d. 

A Thousand Miles in the "Rob Hoy" Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post Svo, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 31. Crf. 
Description of the "Rob Roy" Canoe, with Plans, 

&C., IJ. 

— — Till Voyage Alone in t/te Yawl "Rob Roy." New 
Edition, thoronglily revised, with additions, sniail post Svo, 51. ; 
boards, 21. &/. 

Macqut>id(Mrs.). See Low's Standard Novels. 

Magazine. See Harper, Union Jack, The Etcher, Men 
OF Mark. 

Magyarland, A Narrative of Travels through the-Snowy Car- 
pathians, and Great Alfdld. of the Magyar. By a Fellow of tlie Car- 
pathiuiSocicty(Diplomaaf lSSi],and Author of "The Indian Alpt." 
3 Tob., 8to, doth extra, inth »bout 120 Woodcuts fcom the Auihur*! 
own tketdiei and dnwineii 381. 

Manito^ ! its History, Grmoth, and Present Position, By iJis 
Rey. ProfeBBor BitVCB, Principal of Maniloba College, Wina^^^ 
Cro\vn Bvo, with llloslrollons and Miijis, 7J. 6J. 

of the Unknown .£gpiv 

Cloth extra, loc k 

Chili, if: 




ao Sampson Low^ Marston, &* Co*s 

Maury (Commanded) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s. 

Memoirs of Madame de Remusat^ 1802 — 1808. By her Grand- 
son, M. Paul de Rem us at, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
HOEY and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de Remus^t during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols., 32^. 

— — See also " Selection." 

Minus (366, one for each day of the year). Each Menu is given 

in French and English, with the recipe for making every dish 
mentioned. Translated from the French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. 
Matthew Clarice. Crown 8vo, $s. 

Men of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price is, 6d, monthly. Vols. I. to VII., handsomely bound, 
clotb, gilt edges, 25^. each. 

Mendelssohn Family {The) , 1729 — 1847. From Letters and 
Journals. Translated from the German of Sebastian Hensel. 
3rd Edition, 2 vols., demy 8vo, 30^. 

Michael Strogoff. SeeYERNE. 

Mitford {Miss). See " Our Village." 

Modern Etchings of Celebrated Paintings. 4to, 31X. 6d. 

Mollett {J^. W.) Illustrated Dictionary of Words used in Art 
and Archaeology. Small 4to, 151. 

Morley {H.) English Literature in the Reign of Victoria. The 
2000th volume of the Tauchnitz Collection of Authors. iSmo, 2J. 6^. 

Music^ See " Great Musicians." 



KTARRATIVES of State Trials in the Nineteenth Century. 

^ ' First Period : From the Union with Ireland to the Death of 
George IV., 1801 — 1830. By G. Lathom Browne, of the Middle Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2nd Edition, 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 26s. 

Nature and Functions of A^'t {The) ; and more especially of 
Architecture. By Leopold Eidlitz. Medium 8vo, cloth, 215'. 

Naval Brigade in South Afnca {The). By Henry F. Nor- 
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloih extra, loj. 6d. 
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J^ew Chiles Play (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, I2x. 6ct. 

Newfoundland, By Fraser Rae. See "From Newfound- 
land." 

Nem Novels, Crown 8vo, cloth, loj. 6^. per vol. : — 

The Granvilles. By the Hon. E. Talbot. 3 vols. 

One of Us. By E. Randolph. 

Weigrhed and Wanting:. By George Mac Donald. 3 vols. 

Castle Warlock. By George Mac Donald. 3 vols. 

Under the Downs. By E. Gilliat. 3 vols. 

A Strangrer in a Strangre Land. By Lady Clay. 3 vols. 

The Heart of Erin. By Miss Owens Blackburn. 3 vols. 

A Chelsea Householder. 3 vols. 

Two on a Tower. By Thomas Hardy. 3 vols. 

The Lady Slaud. By W. Clark Russell. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours, By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of " A Book about Roses," ** A Little Tour in Ireland," &c. Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, lis, 6d, 

Noah's Ark, A Contribution to the Study of Unnatural History, 
By Phil Robinson. Small post 8vo, i2j. 6^. 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds, From the French of E. Muller. 

Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, *js, 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 

Nordenskiold*s Voyage around Asia and Europe, A Popular 
Account of the North- East Passage of the ** Vega." By Lieut. A« 
IJoVGAARD, of the Royal Danish Navy, and member of the " Vega" 
Expedition. 8vo, with about 50 Illustrations and 3 Maps, 21J. 

Nordhoff {C) Calif ornia, for Healthy Pleasure, and Residence^ 
New Edition, 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, lis. 6d. 

Nothing to Wear ; and Two Millions, By W. A. Butler. 

New Edition. Small post Svo, in stiff coloured wrapper, ix. 

Nursery Playmates {Prince of ), 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, ds, 

r)FF to the Wilds : A Story for Boys. By G. Manville 
^ Fenn. Profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, ^s, 6d, 

Old-Fashioned Girl, See Alcott. 

On Horseback through Asia Minor, By Capt. Fred Burnaby. 

2 vols., Svo, 38J. Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, loj. 6^. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven, Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds, Fcap., cloth extra, 
New Edition — the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5x. 
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Our Village, By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 2iJ.; cheaper binding, loj. td. 

Our Woodland Trees, By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

cloth, gilt edges, uniform with **Fem World " and •* Fern Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, I2J. ^d. New 
Edition. About 600 pages. 

Outlines of Ornament in all Styles. A \york of Reference for 

the Architect, Art Manufacturer, Decorative Artist, and Practical 
Painter. By W. and G. A. AUDSLEY, Fellows of the Royal Institute 
of British Architects. Only a limited number have been printed and 
the stones destroyed. Small folio, 60 plates, with introductory text, 
cloth gilt, 3 1 J. 6^. 

pALLISER (Mrs,) A History of Lace, from the Earliest 

-*- Period. A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, 

upwards of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs. I vol., 8vo, i/, is, 

■ Historic Devices, Badges, afid War Cries, 8vo, i/. is. 

The China Collectot^s Pocket Companion, With up- 



wards of icxx> Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 5j. 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Vols. I. and II., folio, gilt edges, 31^. 6^. 
each. 

Peasafit Life iji the West of England, By Francis George 

Heath, Author of ** Sylvan Spring," **The Fern World.** Crown 
8vo, 400 pp. (with Facsimile of Autograph Letter from Lord 
Beaconsfield to the Author, written December 2S, 1880), los, 6d, 

Petites Leqofis de Conversation et de Grammairc : Oral and 
Conversational Method ; the most Useful Topics of Conversation. 
By F. JULIEN. Cloth, 3^. dd. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism, By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo. New Edition. \In preparation. 

Poems of the Lmer Life, Chiefly from Modern Authors. 
Small 8vo, 5j". 

Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives, By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
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Polar Expeditions. See Koldewey, Markham, MacGahan, 
Nares, and Nordenskiold. 

Poynter {Edward J,^ P,A,), See " Illustrated Text-books." 

Prudence: a Story of Esthetic Lofidon, By Lucy E. Lillie. 
Small 8vo, 5^. 

Publishers' Circular {T7ie), and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, 3^/. 

Pyrenees {The), By Henry Blackburn. With 100 Illustra- 
tions by GusTAVE DoR^, corrected to 1881. Crown 8vo, *js, C>d, 

l?AE (F.) Newfoundland, See " From." 

Redford {G») Ancient Sculpture, Crown 8vo, 5^". 
Reid {T. W.) Land of the Bey. Post 8vo, \os. dd, 
Remusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs of," " Selection." 
Richter {Jean Paul). The Literary Works of Leonardo da 

Vinci. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, and Archi- 
tecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writings, and Miscel- 
laneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on Litera- 
ture, &c. ; for the first time published from Autograph Manuscripts. 
By J. P. Richter, Ph. Dr., Hon. Member of the Royal and Imperial 
Academy of Rome, &c. 2 vols. , imperial 8vo, containing about 200 
Drawings in Autotype Reproductions, and numerous other Illustrations. 
Price Eight Guineas to Subscribers. After publication the price will 
be Twelve Guineas. 



Italian Art in the National Gallery. 4to. Illustrated. 

Cloth gilt, 2/. 2s.\ half-morocco, uncut, 2.1. t2s. 6d. 

Robinson {Phil). See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 
Punkah," "Noah's Ark," ** Sinners and Saints." 

Rose {J^,) Complete Practical Machinist. New Edition, i2mo, 
12s. 6d, 

Rose Library (TJie). Popular Literature of all Countries. Each 
volume, \s. ; cloth, 2.5. 6d. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated — 

Little "Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to " Little Women." 
Little Slen. By L. M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2s,; cloth gilt, 3^. 6d. 
An Old-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double vol., 

2J.; cloth, 3J. 6d. 
Work. A Stoiy of Experience. By L. M. Alcott. 
Begrinning Again. Sequel to "Work." By L. M. Alcott, 
Stowe (Sirs. H. B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
— ^— Tlio Minister's Wooing:. 
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Rose Library {continue^ : — 

Stowe (Kirs. H. B.) We and our Neighbours. Double vol., 2x 
cloth, 3J. 6d. 

My "Wife and I. Double vol., 2s, ; cloth gilt, 3^. 6d. 

Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. By Mrs. Dodge. 

My Study Windows. By J. R. Lowell. 

The Ghiardian An^el. By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

My Summer in a Garden. By C. D. Warner. 

Dred. Mrs. Beecher Stowe. Dble. vol., 2s.; cloth gilt, 3J. 6(1 

Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

Farm Festivals. By Will Carleton. 

Farm Legends. By Will Carleton. 

The Clients of Dr. Bemaerius. 2 parts, is, each. 

The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. HowELLS. 

Baby Rue. By C. M. Clay. 

The Rose in Bloom. By L. M. Alcott. 2j. ; cloth gilt, 31. 6iL 

Ei^ht Cousins. By L. M. Alcott. 2x. ; cloth gilt, 3^. 6d. 

Under the liilacs. By L. M. Alcott. 2s. ; cloth gilt, $s. 6*/. 

Silver Pitchers. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

Jemmy's Cruise in the ** Pinafore," and other Tales. By 

Louisa M. Alcott. 2x.; cloth gilt, y, (xi, 
Jsidk and Jill. By Louisa M. Alcott. 2s.; cloth gilt, jr. 6d. 
'hitherto. By the Author of the ** Gayworthys." 2 vols., is. each. 
Friends : a Duet. By E. Stuart Phelps. 
A Gentleman of Leisure. A Novel. By Edgar Fawcett. 
The Story of Helen Troy. 

Round the Yule Log: Norwegian Folk and Fairy Tales. 
Translated from the Norwegian of P. Chr. Asbjornsen. With loo 
Illustrations after drawings by Norwegian Artists, and an Introduction 
by E. W. Gosse. Imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, yj. dd, 

Rousselei (Louis) Son of the Constable of France, Small post 

8vo, numerous Illustrations, ^s, 

' The Drummer Boy : a Story of the Days of Washington, 

Small post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, 5^. 

Russell ( W, Clark) The Lady Maud, 3 vols., crown 8vo, 

3 IX. 6d, 
See also Low's Standard Novels and Wreck. 

Russell {JV, IL, LL.D,) Hesperothen: Notes from the Western 
World. A Record of a Ramble through part of the United States, 
Canada, and the Far West, in the Spring and Summer of 1881. By 
W. II. Russell, LL.D. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24J. 

The Tour of the Prince of Wales in India, By 

W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney P. Hall, 
M.A. Super- royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52J. 6^.; Large 
Paper Edition, 84^". 

Russian Literature, See "Turner/* 
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OAINTS and their Symbols : A Companion in the Churches 
*^ and Picture Galleries of Europe. With Illustrations. Royal i6mo, 
cloth extra, 3^. 6d, 

Scherr {Prof, y.) History of English Literature. Translated 
from the German. Crown 8vo, 8x. 6</. 

Schuyler {Eugene), The Life of Peter the Great, By EugSne 
Schuyler, Author of "Turkestan." 2 vols., demy 8vo. 

[In preparation, 

Scott {Leader) Renaissance of Art in. Italy. 4to, 31J. 6d, 

Selection from the Letters of Madame de Remusat to her Husband 
and Son, from 1804 to 1813. From the French, by Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY and Mr. John Lillie. In i vol., demy 8vo (uniform with 
the ** Memoirs of Madame de Remusat," 2 vols.), cloth extra, ids, 

Sefiior {Nassau W,) Conversations and yournals in Egypt and 
Malta. 2 vols., 8vo, 2^, 

These volumes contain conversations with Said Pasha, Achim Bey, 
Hekekyan Bey, the Patriarch, M. De Lesseps, M. St. Hilaire, 
Sir Frederick Bruce, Sir Adrian Dingli, and many other remark- 
able people. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with nunferous Illustrations, 21s, 

Shadbolt (5.) The Afghan Ca7npaigns of 1878— 1880. By 
Sydney Shadbolt, Joint Author of ** The South African Campaign 
of 1879." 2 vols., royal quarto, cloth extra, 3/. 3x. 

Shooting: its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose, By James 

Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 

Sports," &c New Edition, revised with additions. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 7x. (xi, 

"The book is admirable in every way. .... We wbh it every success."— C&3/. 

*'A very complete treatise Likely to take high rank as an authority on 

shooting."— Z?<«'^ News, 

Sikes { Wirt), Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, i8x. 

Silent Hour ( The), See " Gentle Life Series." 

Silver Sockets {The); and otJur Shadojvs of Redemption, 
Eighteen Sermons preached in Christ Church, Hampstead, by the 
Rev. C. H. Waller. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

Sinners and Saints: a Tour across the United States of 
America, and Round them. By Phil Robinson. [In the Press, 

Sir Roger de Coverley, Re-imprinted from the "Spectator." 
With 125 Woodcuts, and steel Frontispiece specially designed and 
tngraved for the Work. Small fcap. 4to, dr. 
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Smith (G,) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries, By the late 
George Smith. Illastrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, \%5J! 

■ TJie Chaldean Account of Genesis, By the late G. 

Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum. 
"With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, i6j. 
An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re-written by the 
Rev. Professor Sayce, Queen's College, Oxford. Demy 8vo, i8j. 

S?Jiith (y, Moyr\ See " Ancient Greek P'emale Costume." 

Snow- Shoes and Canoes ; or^ tlie Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston. 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, "js. 6./. ; plainer binding, 5^. 

South African Campaign^ 1879 {The), Compiled by J. P. 

MACKINNON (formerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt; 
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Duke 
of Cambridge. Containing a portrait and biography of every officer 
killed in the campaign. 4to, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. loj. 

South Kensington Museum, Vol. II., 21s, 

Stack {E.) Six Months in Persia, 2 vols., crown 8vo, 24^. 

Stanley {H, M.) How I Found Livingstone, Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, *js. 6d. ; large Paper Edition, loj. 6d, 

— — ^^ My Kalulu" Prince^ -Kifig, and Slave, A Story 
from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp. , with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, 7^. 6it. 

Coomassie and Magdala, A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, i6j. 

Through the Dark Continent, Cheaper Edition, 



crown 8vo, \2s, 6d. 
State Trials, See " Narratives." 

Stenhouse {Mrs,) An Englishwoman in Utah, Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

Stoker {Bram) Under the Sunset. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Story without an End. From the German of Carov^, by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, *js, 6d, 

' square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey. 2s, 6d. 

Stowe {Mrs, Beecher) Dred, Cheap Edition, boards, 2s, Cloth, 
gilt edges, y, 6d, 
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Stowe {Mrs Beecher) Footsteps of the Master » With Illustrations 
and red borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, ds, 

Geography^ with 60 Illustrations. Square cloth, 4^. 6d, 



Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, i^.; Library Edition, 

Betty's Bright Idea. is. 



My Wife and I ; or^ Hairy ITenderson's History. 

Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6^.* 

Ministet^s Wooing. ^s.\ Copyright Series, is, 6d.; cl., 2s* 

Old To7vn Folk. 6s. ; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3^. 6d. 

Our Folks at Foganuc. 6s. 

We and our Neighbours, i vol., small post 8vo, 6s. 



Sequel to "My Wife and 1."* 

Pink and WJiite Tyranny. Small post 8vo, 3^. 6d. 



Cheap Edition^ u. 6d, and 2s. 

Queer Little People, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

The Pearl of Ort^s Island. Crown 8vo, 5^.* 



Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Demy 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25X. 

Studenfs French Examiner. By F. Julten, Author of " Petites 

Lemons de Conversation et de Grammaire." Square cr. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
Studies in the Theory of Descent By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 

Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — **0u the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies," 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers foi> the whole work only), 8j. ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), i6j. ; 
Part III., 6s, Complete, 2 vols., 40J. 

Surgeon's Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By 

Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. 
Numerous Coloured Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound, 

I/. &. 

_ • See also Rose Library. 
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Sylvan Spring. By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. £. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of " Familiar Wild Flowers;'* by i6 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, I2s,6d, 

n^AHITL By Lady Brassey, Author of the " Voyage of 

■^ the Sunbeam." With 31 Autotype Illustrations after Photos, by 
Colonel Stuart- WoRTLEY. Fcap. 4to, very tastefully bound, 21J. 

Tainc {H. A) ^^ Les Origines de la France Contemporaine^ 
Translated by John Durand. 

Vol. I. The Ancient Sesrime. Demy 8vo, cloth, idr. 
Vol 2. Tlie Frenoli devolution. Vol. i . do. 
Vol 3. Do. do. Vol. 2. do. 

2auchnit£s English Editions of German Authors. Each 
volume, cloth flexible, zr. ; or sewed, u. (xL (Catalogues post free 
on application. ) 

i (j5.) German and English Dictionary, Cloth, li. 6^.; 

roan, zr. 

French and English Dictionary. Paper, \s. 6d,; 



cloth, 2s,; roan, 2s, 6d, 

Italian and English Dictionary, Paper, u. 6^.; cloth, 



2J. ; roan, tj. 6d, 

Spanish and English. Paper, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. ; roan, 



2s. 6d. 
Taylor {W. M.) Paul the Missionary, Crown 8vo, is. 6d, ' 

Thausing {Prof.) Preparation of Malt and the Fabrication of 
Beer. 8vo, 45J. 

Thomas a Kempis, See " Birthday Book." 

Thompson {Emma) Wit and Wisdom of Don Quixote. Fcap. 
8vo, 3^. 6d. 

Thoreau. By Sanborn. (American Men of Letters.) Crown 

8vo, 2s. 6d, 

Through America ; or^ Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M.A. With nearly 100 Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley ; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c. ; containing a full account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 1879. Demy 8vo, 21s. ; cheap edition, crown 8vo, 
*js. 6d. 

Through the Dark Continent : The Sources of the Nile ; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By H. M. Stanley. 
Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations (ind Maps, 
12S. 6d. 
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Through Siberia, By the Rev. Henry Lansdell. Illustrated 

with about 30 Engravings, 2 Route Maps, and Photograph of the 
Author, in Fish*skin Costume of the Gilyaks on the I^wer Amur. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, sor. Cheaper Edition, i vol., 15J. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India, See Russell. 

Trees and Ferns, By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 

edges, with numerous Illustrations, y, 6d, 
'* A charming little volume." — Land and Water. 

Tristram {Rev, Canon) Pathways of Palestine : A Descriptive 
Tour through the Holy Land. First Series. Illustrated by 44 Per- 
manent Photographs. 2 vols., folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31X. 6d, 
each. 

Turner (Edward) Studies in Russian Literature. (The Author 
is English Tutor in the University of St. Petersburgh.) Crown 8vo, 
8x. 6d, 

Two Supercargoes {The) ; or. Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6d, ; plainer binding, 51. 



TTNDER the Punkah, By Phil Robinson, Author of " In 

^ my Indian Garden." Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 5j. 

Union Jack (The), Every Boy's Paper. Edited by G. A. 
Henty and Bernard Heldmann. One Penny Weekly, Monthly 6</. 
Vol. I., New Series. 

The Opening Numbers will contain : — 

Serial Stories. 

Straigrht : Jack Archer^s Way in the "World. By G. A. Henty, 
Spigrgrott's School Days : A Tale of Dr. Merriman*s. By Cuthbert 

Bede. 
Sweet Flower ; or, Bed Skins and Pale Faces. By Percy B. 

St. John. 
Under the Meteor Flag:. By Harry Collingwood. 
The White Tigrer. By Louis Boussenard. Illustrated. 
A Couple of Scamps. By Bernard Heldmann. 
Also a Serial Story by R. Mountney Jephson. 

Vols. II. and III., 4to, 7^. 6^. ; gilt edges, 8j. 



J/INCENT (F.) Norsk, Lapp, and Finn. By Frank 

^ Vincent, Jun., Author of "The Land of the White Elephant, ** 
"Through and Through the Tropics," &c. 8vo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece and Map, \2s. , 

Vivian {A, P,) Wanderings in the Western Land, 3rd Edition, 
lox. ^, 



BOOKS BY JULES VERNE. 



Lixea Omowv 8to . • 



W0BK8. 



Twenty Thonsand Leagues 

nnder the Sea. Part I. 

Ditto Part II. 

Hector Seryadao • . . 

The Pur Country . . . 

From the Earth to the 
Hoon and a Trip round 
it 

Miohael Strogoff, the 
Courier of the Czar . . 

Dick Sands, the Boy 
Captain 

Five Weeks in a Balloon . 

Adventures of Three En- 
glishmen and Three 
Uussians 

Around the World in 
Eighty Days .... 

A Floating City .... 

The Blockade Runners . 

Dr. Ox's Experiment . . 

Master Zacharius ' . . . 

A Drama in the Air . . 

A Winter amid the Ico . 

The Survivors of the 
"Chancellor*'. . . . 

Martin Paz 

The Mysteeious Island, 
3 vols. : — 

VoL I. Dropped from 'the 
Clouds 

Vol. II. Abandoned . . 

Vol. IIL Secret of the Is- 
land 

The Child of the Cavern . 

The Begum's Fortune . . 

The Tribulations of a 
Chinaman 

The Steam House,2 vols.:— 

Vol. I. Demon of Cawnpore , 

Vol.11. Tigers and Traitors j 

The Gfant Raft, 2 vols.:— 

Vol. I. Eight Hundred 
Leagues on the Amazon. 

Vol. II. The Cryptogram 

Godfrey Morgan .... 



rOontaining8fi0to600pp. 
< and from 60 to 100 
I ftill-page illmtratjons. 



In very 

handflome 

oloih bind- 

inff, gilt 

edges. 
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Oolonred Boards. 



2 vols., Is. eaob. 

2 vols., Is. each. 
2 vols., Is. each. 

2 vols., Is. each. 

2 vols.. Is. each. 

2 vols., Is. each. 
Is. Od. 
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Celbbrated Travels AND TRAVELLtns. 3 vols. Demy 8vo, 600 pp., upwards of 100 
fall-page illustrations, 12#. 6d. ; gilt edges, 14». each :— 

(1) Thb Explobatiok of thb World. 

(2) Thb Great Navigators ov thb Sightbbitth Oeittubt. 

(3) Thb Gbbat Explobbbs of thb Nhtetbbitth Geittubt. 
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yi/AITARUNA: A Story of New Zealand Life, By 
'^'^ Alexander Bathgate, Author of "Colonial Experiences." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5j. 

Waller {Rev, C. If.) The Names on the Gates of Pearl, 
and other Studies.. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6^. 

A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in 

the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Part I. The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 25, fid. Part II. The Vocabulary, 2J-. 6^. 

Adoption and the Covenant, Some Thoughts on 



Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2J. dd, 

See also " Silver Sockets." 



Wanderings South by East : a Descriptive Record of Four Years 
of Travel in the less known Countries and Islands of the Southeni 
and Eastern Hemispheres. By Walter Coote. 8yo, with very 
numerous Illustrations and a Map, 7.\s, 

Warner (C, D,) Back-log Studies, Boards, is, 6d, ; cloth, 2j. 

Mummies and Moslems, Svo, cloth, 12s, 

Washington Irving s Little Britain, Square crown Svo, ds. 

Weaving, See " History and Principles." 

Webster, (American Men of Letters.) i8mo, 2s, 6d. 

Weismann {A.) Studies in tKe Theory of Descent, 2 vols., Svo, 
4af. 

Where to Find Ferns, By F. G. Heath, Author of " The 

Fern World,*' &c. ; with a Special Chapter on the Ferns round 
London ; Lists of Fern Stations, and Descriptions of Ferns and Fern 
Habitats throughout the British Isles. Crown Svo, cloth, price 3J. 

White {Rhoda E,) From Infancy to Womanhood, A Book of 
Instruction for Young Mothers. Crown Svo, cloth, lOJ. 6d, 

White {R, G,) England Without and Within, New Edition, 

crown Svo, icxr. 6^. 

Whitiier {J. G,) The King's Missive, and later Poems, iSmo, 
choice parchment cover, 3^. 6d. This book contains all the Poems 
written by Mr. Whittier since the publication of *t Hazel Blossoms." 

. The Whittier Birthday Book, Extracts from the 

Author's writings, with Portrait and numerous Illustrations. Uniform 
with the ** Emerson Birthday Book." Square i6mo, very choice 
binding, y, 6d. 



32 Sanipsofi L&w^ Marston^ &• CoJs List of Publicationik 

Wild Flowers of Switzerland. 17 Coloured Plates. 4to. 

\Jn preparatiolu 
Williams {H. W,) Diseases of tJu Eye. 8vo, 2\s. 

Wills^ A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional A ssistana* 
By a Probate Court Official, 5th Edition, revised with Forms 
of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, is. 

Winks ( W, F,) Lives of Illustrious Shoemakers, With eight 
Portraits. Crown 8vo, *js, 6d, 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, *js, 6d, j plainer binding, 5j. 

Vf^oolsey (C. Z>., LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of Inter*' 
national Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy 8vo, 18^. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 

"John Holdsworth, Chief Mate," «* A Sailor's Sweetheart," &c. 6j, 
Third and Cheaper Edition. 

Wright (the late Rev, Henry) The Friendship of God. With 
Biographical Preface by the Rev. E. H. Bickersteth, Portrait, 
&C. Crown 8vo, 6j. 



y^RIARTE {Charles) Florence: its History. Translated by 
-* C. B. Pitman. Illustrated with^5oo Engraving. Large imperial 
4to, extra binding, gilt edges, 63^. 

History ; the Medici ; the Humanists ; letters ; arts ; the Renaissance ; 
illustrious Florentines; Etruscan art; monuments; sculpture; painting. 
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